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THE LIFE. 


OF 


TRISTRAM SHANDY. 


CHAPTER I. 


— AND ſo, to make ſure of both ſyſtems, Mrs. Wad- 

man pre-determined to light my uncle Toby nei- 
ther at this end or that; but, like a prodigal's candle, to 
light him, if poſſible, at both ends at once. 

Now, through all the lumber rooms of military furni- 
ture, including both of horſe and foot, from the great 
arſenal of Venice to the Tower of London, (excluſive,) if 
Mrs. Wadman had been rummaging for ſeven years to- 
gether, and with Bridget to help her, ſhe could not have 
found any one blind or mantelet ſo fit for her purpoſe, as 
that which the expediency of my uncle Toby's affairs 
had fix d up ready to her hands. 

I believe I have not told you——but I don't know— 
| poſſibly T have—be it as it will, *tis one of the number of 
thoſe many things which a man had better do over again 
than diſpute about it That whatever town or fortreſs 
the corporal was at work upon, during the courſe of 
their campaign, my uncle Toby always took care on 
the inſide of his ſentry-box, which was towards his left- 
hand, to have a plan of the place faſten'd up with two 
or three pins at the top, but looſe at the bottom, for the 
conveniency of holding it up to the eye, &c. . . . as oc- 
caſions required; ſo that when an attack was reſolved 
upon, Mrs. Wadman had nothing more to do, when ſhe 
had got advanced to the door of the ſentry- box, but to 
extend her right hand, and edging in her left foot at the 
ſame movement, to take hold of the map or plan, or up- 
right, or whatever it was, and with out-ftretched neck 
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meeting it half way, to advance it towards her; on 
which my uncle Toby's paſſions were ſure to catch fire 
—for he would inſtantly take hold of the other corner 
of the map in his left hand, and with the end of his pipe, 
in the other, begin an explanation. 

| When the attack was advanced to this point ;—— the 
world will naturally enter into the reaſons of Mrs. Wad- 
man's next ſtroke of generalſhip—which was, to take 
my uncle Toby's tobacco pipe out of his hand as ſoon as 


ſhe poſſibly could; which, under one pretence or other, 


but generally that of pointing more diſtinctly at ſome 
redoubt or breaſtwork in the map, ſhe would effect be. 
fore my uncle Toby (poor ſoul!) had well marched 
above half a dozen toiſes with it. 

It obliged my uncle Toby to make uſe of his 
forefinger. 

The difference it made in the attack was this; That 
in going upon it, as in the firſt caſe, with the end of her 
forefinger againſt the end of my uncle Toby's tobacco 

ipe, ſhe might have travelled with it, along; the lines, 
— Dan to Beerſneba, had my uncle Toby's lines 
reached ſo far, without any effect: for as there was no 
arterial or vital heat in the end of the tobacco-pipe, it 
could excite no ſentiment——it could neither give fire 
by pulſation or receive it by ſympathy—'twas no- 
thing but ſmoke , 

Whereas, in following my uncle Toby's forefinger 
with her's, cloſe thro? all the little turns and indentings 
of his works preſſing ſometimes againſt the fide of 
it——then treading upon its nail—then tripping it up 
then touching it here then there, and ſo on 
it ſet ſomething at leaſt in motion. 

This, tho? fight ſkirmiſhing, and at a diſtance from 


the main body, yet drew on the reſt; for here, the map 


uſually falling with the back of it cloſe to the fide of 
the ſentry-box, my uncle Toby, in the ſimplicity of his 
ſoul, would lay his hand flat upon it, in order to go on 


with his explanation; and Mrs. Wadman, by a ma- 
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her's cloſe beſide it; this at once opened a communica- 
tion large enough for any ſentiment to paſs or repaſs, 
which a perſon ſkill'd in the elementary and practical 
part of love-making has occaſion for 

By bringing up her forcfinger parallel (as before) to 
my uncle Toby's it unavoidably brought the thumb 
into action—and the forefinger and thumb being once 
engaged, as naturally brought in the whole hand. 
Thine, dear uncle Toby! was never now in it's right 
place—Mrs. Wadman had it ever to take up, or, with 
the gentleſt puſhings, protruſions, and equivocal com- 
preſſions, that a hand to be removed is capable of re- 
ceiving to get it preſs'd a hair- breadth of one ſide 
out of her way. 

Whilſt this was doing, how could ſhe forget to make 
him ſenſible, that it was her leg (and no one's elſe) at 
the bottom of the ſentry-box, which ſlightly preſs'd 
againſt the calf of his So that my uncle Toby being 
thus attacked and fore puſhed on both his wings—was 
it a wonder, if, now and then, it put his center into diſ- 
order ? 

be deuce take it! ſaid my uncle Toby. 


Az CHAP. 
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CHA *. 


TCE attacks of Mrs. Wadman you will readily 
conceive to be of different kinds ; varying from each 
other, like the attacks which hiſtory is full of, and from 
the ſame reaſons. A general looker-on would ſcarce al. 
low them to be attacks at all—or if he did, would con- 
found them all together. But I write not to them: it will 
be time enough to be a little more exact in my deſcrip. 
tions of them, as I come up to them, which will not 
be for ſome chapters; having nothing more to add in 
this, but that, in a bundle of original papers and draw- 
ings which my father took care to roll up by themſelves, 
there is a plan of Bouchain in perfect preſervation (and 
_ ſhall be kept fo, whilſt I have power to preſerve any 
thing) upon the lower corner of which, on the right hand 
fide, there is ſtill remaining the marks of a ſnuffy finger 
and thumb, which there is all the reaſon in the world to 
imagine, were Mrs. Wadman's; for the oppoſite fide of the 
margin, which I ſuppoſe to have been my uncle Toby's, 
is abſolutely clean. This ſeems an authenticated record 
of one of theſe attacks; for there are veſtigia of the two 
unctures partly grown up, but {till viſible on the oppo- 
fite corner of the map, which are unqueſtionably the 
very holes through which it has been pricked up in the 
ſentry-box—— © . g : 
By all that is prieſtly! I value this precious relick, 
with its ſtigmata and pricks, more than all the relicks of 
the Romiſh church—always excepting, when I am wri- 
ting upon theſe matters, the pricks which entered the 
| fleſh of St. Radagunda in the deſert, which, in your road 
from Feſſe to Cluny, the nuns of that name will thew you 


for love. — 
CHAP, 


* 
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. CHAP. III. 


1 Think, an' pleaſe your honour, quoth Trim, the for- 
tificat ions are quite deſtroyed and the baſon is upon 
a level with the mole I think ſo too, replied my uncle 
Toby with a ſigh half ſuppreſs'd - but ſtep into the par- 
lour, Trim, for the ſtipulation—it lies upon the table. 
It has lain there theſe ſix weeks, replied the corporal, 
till this very morning that the old woman kindled the 
fire with it 
——— Then, ſaid my uncle Toby, there is no farther 
occaſion for our ſervices. The more, an' pleaſe your 
honour, the pity, ſaid the c6rporal, in uttering which 
he caſt his ſpade into the wheelbarrow, which was beſide 
him, with an air the moſt expreſſive of diſconſolation 
that can be imagined, and was heavily turning about to 
look for his pick-ax, his pioneer's ſhovel, his picquets, 
and other military ſtores, in order to crrry them off the 
field—when a heigh ho! from the ſentry- box, which, 
being made of thin ſlit deal, reverberated the ſound more 
ſorrowfully to his ear, forbad him. IM 
No, ſaid the corporal to himſelf, I'll do it before 
his honour riſes to-morrow morning: ſo taking his ſpade 
out of the u heelbarrow again, with a little earth in it, 
as if to level ſomething at the foot of the glacis——but 
with a real intent to approach nearer to his maſter, in 
order to divert him he looſen'd a ſod or two—pared 
their edges with his ſpade, and having given them a gen- 
tle blow or two with the back of it, he ſat himſelf down 
cloſe by my uncle Toby's fect, and began as follows. 


CHAP, 
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„Ein r Iv, 


II was a thouſand pities though I believe, an' pleaſe 
your honour, I am going to ſay but a fooliſh kind of 
a thing tor a ſoldier 

A ſoldier, cried my uncle Toby, interrupting the cor. 
poral, is no more exempt from ſaying a fooliſh thing, 
Trim, than a man of letters But not fo often, and 
pleaſe your honour, replied the corporal—— My uncle 
Toby gave a nod. 

It was a thouſand pities then, ſaid the corporal, caſt. 
ing his eye upon Dunkirk, and the mole, as Servius Sul. 
picius, in returning out of Aſia (when he failed from 
gina towards Megara) did upon Corinth and Pyreus— 

t was a thouſand pities, an' pleaſe your honour, 
to deſtroy theſe works and a thouſand pities to have 
let them ſtood.” | | 

Thou art right, Trim, in both caſes, ſaid my un- 
cle Toby—This, continued the corporal, is the reaſon 
that, from the beginning of their demolition to the end 
I have never once whiſtled, or ſung, or laugh'd, or 
cry'd, or talk'd of paſs'd-done deeds, or told your ho- 
nour one ſtory good or bad | 
Thou haſt many excellencies, Trim, ſaid my un- 

cle Toby, and I hold it not "> leaft of them, as thou 

happeneſt to be a ſtory-teller, that of the number thou 
hait told me, either to amuſe me in my painful hours, or 
divert me in my grave ones thou haſt ſeldom told me 
a bad one | 

 —— Becauſe, an' pleaſe your honour, except one of a 
King of Bohemia and his ſewer Caſtles, they are all 
true; for they are about myſelf. 

I do not like the ſubject the worſe, Trim, ſaid my 
uncle Toby, on that ſcore: But prithee what is this 
Rory ? thou haſt excited my curioſity. 
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I'll tell it your honour, quoth the corporal, directly — 
Provided, ſaid my uncle Toby, looking earneſtly to- 
wards Dunkirk and the mole again—provided it is not 
a merry one; to ſuch, Trim, a man ſhould ever bring 
one half of the entertainment along with him ; and the 
diſpoſition I am in at preſent would wrong both thee, 
Trim, and thy ftory——Tt is not a merry one by any 
means, replied the corporal—Nor would I have it alto- 
gether a grave one, added my uncle Toby lt is nei- 
ther the one or the other, replied the corporal, but will 
ſuit your honour exactly Then I'll thank thee for it 
with all my heart, cried my uncle Toby; ſo prithee be- 
gin it, Trim. 

The corporal made his reverence; and though it is not 
ſo eaſy a matter as the world imagines, to you off a lank 
Montero-cap with grace——or a whit leſs difficult, in 
my conceptions, when a man is fitting ſquat upon the 
ground, to make a bow ſo teeming with reſpect as the 
corporal was wont, yet, b wg the palm of his right 
hand, which was towards his maſter, to flip backward 
upon the graſs, a little beyond his body, in order to al- 
low it the greater ſweep——and by an unforced com- 
preſſion, at the ſame time, of his cap with the thumb 
and the-two forefingers of his left, by which the dia- 
meter of the cap became reduced, ſo that it might be 
aid, rather to be inſenſibly ſqueezed than pulled off 
with a flatus——the corporal acquitted himſelf of both 
in a better manner than the poſture of his affairs pro- 
miſed ; and haying hemmed twice, to find in what key 
his ſtory would beſt go, and beſt ſuit his maſter's hu- 
mour——he exchanged a ſingle look of kindneſs with 


him, and ſet off thus. 
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The Story of the King of Bohemia and 
| his Seven Caſtles. 


THERE was a certain king of Bo--he-- 


As the corporal was entering the confines of Bohe. 
mia, my uncle Toby obliged him to halt for a ſingle 
moment: he had ſet out barcheaded, having, ſince he 
pull'd off his Montero-cap in the latter end of the lat 
chapter, left it lying beſide him on the ground. 

The eye of goodnels eſpieth all things—ſo that 
before the corporal had well got through the firſt fire 
words of his ſtory, had my uncle Toby twice touch'd 
his Montero-cap with the end of his cane, interrogatively 
—as much as to ſay, Why don't you put it on, Trim? 
Trim took it up with the molt reſpectful ſlowneſs, and 
caſting a glance of humiliation, as he did it, upon the 
_ embroidery of the fore-part, which being ditmally tar- 
niſh'd and fray'd moreover in ſome of the principal leaves 
and boldeſt parts of the pattern, he laid it down again 
betwixt his two feet, in order to moralize upon the ſub- 
Ject, | ; | 
"Tis every word of it but too true, cried my un. 
cle Toby, that thou art about to obſerve 

& Nothing in this world, Trim, is made to laſt fit 
ever.” 5 

— But when tokens, dear Tom, of thy love and 
remembrance wear out, {aid Trim, what ſhall we ſay? 

There is no occaſion, Trim, quoth my uncle Toby, 
to ſay any thing elſe; and was a man to puzzle his brains 
till Doom's-day, I believe, Trim, it would be impoſli- 
Die. | | 

The corporal perceiving my uncle Toby was in the 
right, and that it would be in vain for the wit of man 
to think of extracting a purer moral from his cap, with- 
out farther attempting it, he put it on; and pafling his 
hand acroſs his forehead, to rub out a penſive m—_ 
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and voice, to his ſtory of the king of Bohemia and his ſeven 
caſtles. 
The Story of the King of Bohemia and his 
oy Seven Caſtles continued. 
ingle Wi. 
1 HERE was a certain king of Bohemia, but in 
T whoſe reign, except his own, I am not able to in- 
that form your honou g , 
1 fv I do not deſire it of thee, Trim, by any means, cried 
| 0 my uncle Toby. | 5 
ah ——lIt was a little before the time, an' pleaſe your 
—__ honour, when giants were beginning to leave off breed- 
192 ing; —but in what year of our Lord that was — 
1 Al would not give a halfpenny to know, ſaid my 
e uncle Toby. 
bern —— Only, an' pleaſe your honour, it makes a ſtory 
maß vox the better in the face 5 
ri thy own, Trim, ſo ornament it after thy 
77 on faſhion; and take any date, continued my uncle 
Toby, looking pleaſantly upon him take any date in 
Vu. de whole world thou chooſeſt, and put it to—thou art 
| heartily welcome | 
je The corporal bowed; for of every century, and of 
{Fiery year of that century, from the firſt creation of the 
: = world down to Noah's flood ; and from Noah's flood to 
oy the birth of Abraham; through all the pilgrimages of 
„ue patriarchs, to the departure of the Tiraelites out of 
"| Egypt and throughout all the Dynaſties, Olympiads, 
PO Urbeconditas, and other memorable epochas of the dif- 
zel krent nations of the world, down to the coming of 
Wes Chriſt, and from thence to the very moment in which 
b. the corporal was telling his ſtory—had my uncle Toby 
hill objected this vaſt empire of time and all its abyſſes at 
Se lis feet; but as Modeſty ſcarce touches with a finger 


hich 
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which the text and the doctrine between them had en- 
gender*d, he return'd, with the ſame look and tone of 


what 
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what Liberality offers her with both hands open 


the 
_ corporal contented himſelf with the very worſt year of 
the whole bunch ; which, to prevent your honours of the 
majority and minority from tearing the very fleſh off 
your bones in conteſtation, Whether that year is not 
always the laſt caſt-year of the laſt caſt-almanack'——1 
tell you plainly it was ; but from a different reaſon thay 


you wot of | 

——Tt was the year next him—which being the year 
of our Lord ſeventeen hundred and twelve, when the 
Duke of Ormond was playing the devil in Flanders 
the corporal took it, and ſet out with it afreſh on his ex. 
pedition to Bohemia. 


The Story of the King of Bohemia and his 
Seven Caſtles continued. 


N the year of our Lord one thouſand ſeven hundred 
and twelve, there was, an' pleaſe your honour —— 
Io tell thee truly, quoth my uncle Toby, any 
other date would have pleaſed me much better; not only 
on account of the fad tain upon our hiſtory that year, 
in marching off our troops, and refuſing toœ cover the 
ſiege of Queſnoi, though Fagel was carrying on the 
works with ſuch incredible vigour——but likewiſe al 
the ſcore, Trim, of thy own ſtory; becauſe, if there art 
and which, from what thou haſt dropt, I part) 
ſuſpect to be the fatt——if there are giants in it 
There is but one, an' pleaſe your honour 
——Tis as bad as twenty, replied my uncle Toby 
—— Thou ſhould'ſt have carried him back ſome ſeven o 
eight hundred years out of harm's way, both of critic 
and other people; and therefore I would adviſe thee, 
ever thou telleſt it again— 
If I live, an' pleaſe your honour, but once to gt 
through it, I will never tell it again, quoth Trim, eiter 


to man, woman, or child——Poc—poo | ſaid my unck 
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—the Toby—but with accents of ſuch ſweet encouragement 

ar of did he utter it, that the corporal went on with his ſtory 

t the W with more alacrity than ever, 

h off 

$ not 

„ i 

. The Story of the King of Bohemia and his 
Seven Caſtles continued, 

year | 

4 the THERE was, an' pleaſe your honour, ſaid the corpo- 

77 ral, raiſing his voice, and rubbing the palms of his 


two hands cheerily together, as he began, a certain king 
of Bohemia | 

Leave out the date entirely, Trim, quoth my un- 
cle Toby, leaning forwards, and laying his hand gently 
upon the corporal's ſhoulder to temper the interruption 
leave it out entirely, Trim: a ſtory paſſes very well 
without theſe niceties, unleſs one is pretty ſure of 'em 
ure of em! ſaid the corporal, ſhaking his head 


red Right, anſwered my uncle Toby: it is not eaſy, Trim, 
— for one bred up, as thou and I have been, to arms, who 
an) ol ſeldom looks farther forward than to the end of his muſ- 
only Wl ket, or backwards beyond his knapſack, to know much 
yea! ol about this matter God bleſs your honour ! ſaid the 
the corporal, won by the manner of my - uncle Toby's rea- 
1 the ſoning, as much as by the reaſoning itſelf, he has ſome- 
e oi thing elſe to do: if not on action, or a march, or upon 
c ale duty in his garriſon he has his firelock, an' pleaſe 
art i your honour, to furbiſh—his accoutrements to take care 
" o his regimentals to mend——himſelt to ſhave and 

keep clean, 1o as to appear always like what he is upon 
Toby the parade. What bulineſs, added the corporal trium- 


phantly, has a ſoldier, an' pleaſe your honour, to know 
any thing at all of Geography? | | 
hau would'ſt have faid Chronology, Trim, ſaid 


my uncle Toby; for as for geography, tis of abſolute 
uſe to him: he muſt be acquainted intimately with every 
country and its boundaries where his profeſſion carries 
bim: He ſhould know every town and city, and village 
Vor. VI. 25 B and 
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and hamlet, with the canals, the roads, and hollow ways 
which lead-up to them: there is not a-river or a rivulet 
he paſſes, Trim, but he ſhould be able at firſt ſight to tell 
thee what is its name—in what mountains it takes its 
riſe—what is its courſe—how far it is navigable—where 
fordable—where not : he ſhould know-the fertility of 
every valley as well as the hind who ploughs it; and be 
able to deſcribe, or, if it is required, to give thee an 
exact map of all the plains and defiles, the forts, the ac- 
clivities, the woods and moraſſes, through and by which 
his army is to march; he ſhould know their produce, 
their plants, their minerals, their waters, their animals, 
their ſeaſons, their climates, their heats and cold, their 
inhabitants, their cuſtoms, their language, their policy, 
and even their religion. 
Is it elſe to be conceived, corporal, continued my un. 
cle Toby, riſing up in his ſentry-box, as he began to 
warm in this part of his diſcourſe—how Marlborough 
could have marched his army from the banks of the 
Maes to Belburg; from Belburg to Kerpenord—(here 
the corporal could ſit no longer) - from Kerpenord, 'T rim, 
to Kalſalen; from Kalſaken to Newwdorf; from News- 
dorf to Landenbourg ; from Landenbourg to Mildenbein; 
from Mildenbeim to Elchingen; from Elchingen to Gin- 
gen; from Gingen to Balmerebaſfen; from Balmereboſtento 
Skellenburg, where he broke in upon the enemy's works; 
forced his paſſage over the Danube; croſs'd the Lech 
puſhed on his troops into the heart of the empire, march- 
ing at the head of them through Friburg, Hokenwert, 
and Schonevelt, to the plains of Blenheim and Hochſiet! 
Great as he was, corporal, he could not have advanced 
a ſtep, or made one ſingle day's march, without the aid 
of Geography——As for Chronology, I own, Trim, con- 
tinued my uncle Toby, fitting down again coolly in his 
ſentry- box, that of all others, it ſeems a ſcience which 
a ſoldier might beſt ſpare, was it not for the lights which 
that ſcience muſt one day give him, in determining the 
invention of powder; the furious execution of which, 
renverſing every thing like thunder before it, has become 
a new æra to us of military improvements, changing 10 
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totally the nature of attacks and defences both by ſea 
and land, and awakening ſo much art and ſkill in doing 
it, that the world cannot be too exact in aſcertaining the 
preciſe time of its diſcovery, or too inquiſitive in know- 
ing what great man was the diſcoverer, and what occa- 
ſons gave birth to it. | 

I am far from controverting, continued my uncle 
Toby, what hiſtorians agree in, that in the year of our 
Lord 1380, under the reign of Wincelaus, fon of Charles 
the Fourth—a certain prieſt, whoſe name was Schwartz, 
ſhew*d the uſe of powder to the YVenetians, in their wars 
againſt the Genoeſe ; but tis certain he was not the firſt; 
becaufe if we are to believe Don Pedro, the biſhopof Leon 
—How came prieſts and biſhops, an' pleaſe your honour, 
to trouble their heads ſo much about gunpowder ? God 
knows, ſaid my uncle Toby——his providence brings 
good out of every thing—and he avers, in his chronicle 
of King Alphonſus, who reduced Toledo, That in the 
year 1343, which was full thirty-ſeven years before 
that time, the ſecret of powder was well known, and 
employed with ſucceſs, both by Moors and Chriſtians, 
not only in their ſea combats, at that period, but in 
many of their moſt memorable ſieges in Spain and Barba- 
y And all the world knows, that Friar Bacon had 
wrote expreſsly about it, and had generoully given the 
world a receipt to make it by, above a hundred and 
fifty years before even Schwartz was born—And that the 
Chineſe, added my uncle Toby, embarraſs us, and all 
accounts of it {till more, by boaſting of the invention ſome 
hundreds of years even before him- 

— They are a pack of liars, I believe, cried Trim— 

They are ſome how or other deceived, ſaid my uncle 
Toby, in this matter, as is plain to me from the preſent 
miſerable ſtate of military architecture amonglt them; 
which conſiſts of nothing more than a fi with a brick 
wall without flanks——and for what they give us as a 
baſtion at each angle of it, tis ſo barbarouſly conſtruct- 
ed, that it looks tor all the world—Like one of my ſeven 


caſtles, an' pleaſe your honour, quoth Trim. Fo” 
B 2 My 


4 
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My uncle Toby, tho' in the utmoſt diſtreſs for a com- 
pariſon, moſt courteouſly refuſed Trim's offer—till Trim 
telling him, he had half a dozen more in Bohemia, which 
he knew not how to get off his hands—my uncle Toby 
was ſo touch'd with the pleaſantry of heart of the corpo. 
ral——that he diſcontinued his diſſertation upon gun- 
powder and begged the corporal forthwith to go on 
with his ſtory of the king of Bohemia and his ſeven 
caſtles. | 


The Story of the King of Bobemia and hi; 
Seven Caſiles: continued. 


THIS unfortunate king of Bohemia, ſaid Trim Wa 
he unfortunate then? cried my uncle Toby; for he 
had been ſo wrapt up in his diſſertation upon gunpon- 
der, and other military affairs, that tho' he had deſired 
the corporal to go on, yet the many interruptions he had 
| ag dwelt not ſo ſtrong upon his fancy, as to account 
or the epithet Was he unfortunate then, Trim? ſaid 
my uncle Toby, pathetically—The corporal, wiſhing 
firſt the word and all its ſynonimas at the devil, forth- 
with began to run back in his mind the principal events 
in the King of Bohemia's ſtory; from every one of which, 
it appearing that he was the moſt fortunate man that 
ever exiſted in the world—it put the corporal to a ſtand; 
for not caring to retract his epithet—and leſs, to explain 
it—and leaſt of all, ro twiſt his tale (like men of lore) 
to ſerve a ſyſtem ——he looked up in my uncle Toby's 
face for affftance——but ſeeing it was the very thing my 
uncle Toby fat in expectation of himſelf—after a hum 
and a haw he went on— | 
The King of Bohemia, an* pleaſe your honour, re- 
plied the corporal, was unfortunate, as thus That 
taking great pleaſure and delight in navigation, and all 
ſort of ſea affairs and there happening throughout the 
whole kingdom of Bohemia, to be no ſea- port town 
whatever | 
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How the deuce ſhould there Trim? cried my un- 
cle Toby; for Bohemia being totally inland, it could 
have happen'd no otherwiſe—It might, ſaid Trim, if 
it had pleaſed God | 
My uncle Toby never ſpoke of the being and natural 


attributes of God, but with diffidence and hefitation— 


l believe not, replied my uncle Toby, after ſome 


pauſe— for being inland, as I ſaid, and having Sileſia 


and Moravia to the eaſt ; Lulatia and Upper Saxony to 
the north; Franconia to the weſt ; and Bavaria to the 
ſouth 3 Bohemia could not have been propell'd to the ſea, 
without ceaſing to be Bohemia nor could the fea, 
on the other hand, have come up to Bohemia, without 
overflowing a great part of Germany, and deſtroying 
millions of unfortunate inhabitants who could make node- 
fence againſt it, (Scandalous ! cried Trim, ) which would 
beſpeak, added my uncle Toby, mildly, ſuch a want 
of compaſſion in him who is the father of it—that, I 
think, l thing could have happen'd no way. 
The corporal made the bow of unteigned conviction, 
and went on. | x 
Now the King of Bohemia with his queen and courtiers 
happening one fine ſummer's evening to walk out 
Aye! there the word happening is right, Trim, cried my 
uncle Toby; for the King of Bohemia and his queen 
might have walk' d out, or let it alone ;z—'twas a mat- 
ter of contingency, which might happen, or not, juit as 
chance ordered it. | 
King William was of opinion, an' pleaſe your honour, 
quoth 'Trim, that every thing was predeitined tor us-in 
this world; inſomuch that he would often {ay to his ſol- 
diers, that © every ball had its billet.”” He was a great 
man, ſaid my uncle 'Toby And I believe, continued 


Trim, to this day, that the ſhot which diſabled me at 
the battle of Landen, was pointed at my knee for no 
other purpoſe, but to take me out of his ſervice, and 
place me in your honour's, where I ſhould be taken ſo 
much better care of in my old age It ſhall never, Trim, 
be conſtrued otherwiſe, ſaid my uncle Toby. 


B 3 


The 
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The heart both of the maſter and the man were alike 
ſabje& to ſudden overflowings ;—a ſhort filence enſued, 
Beſides, — ſaid the corporal, reſuming the diſcourſe— 
but in a gayer accent ifit had not been for that ſingle 
ſhot, I had never, an' pleaſe your honour, been in love— 
5 thou waſt once in love, Trim! ſaid my uncle 
oby, ſmiling 
Souſe! replied the corporal—over head and ears! an' 
pleaſe your honour. Prithee when ? where ?—and hoy 
came it to paſs? I never heard one word of it before, 
uoth my uncle Toby.—I dare fay, anſwered Trim, 
that every drummer and ſerjeant's ſon in the regiment 
knew of it—Tt's high time I ſhould——faid my uncle 
Toby. | 
Your honour remembers with concern, ſaid the corpo. 
ral, the total rout and contuſion of our camp and army 
at the affair of Landen: every one was left to ſhift for 
himſelf; and if it had not been for the regiments of 
Wyndham, Lumley, and Galway, which covered the 
retreat over the bridge of Neerſpeeken, the king himlelf 
could ſcarce have gain'd it ne was preſs*d hard, as 
your honour knows, on every ſide of him 
Gallant mortal! cried my uncle Toby, caught up 
with enthuſiaſm— this moment, now that all is loſt, ! 
ſee him galloping acroſs me, corporal, to the left, to 
bring up the remains of the Engliſh horſe along with 
him to tupport the right, and tear the laurel from Lux- 
embourg's brows, if yet *tis poſſible I ſee him with the 
knot of his ſcarfe juſt ſhot oft, in fuſing freſh ſpirits into 
poor Galway's regiment—riding along the line—then 
wheeling about, and charging Conti at the head of it— 
Brave! brave, by heaven! cried my uncle Toby.— 
He deſerves a crown As richly, as a thief a halter; 


ſhouted Trim. 
My uncle Toby knew the corporal's loyalty ;—other- 
wile the compariſon was not at all to his min It di 


not altogether ſtrike the corporal's fancy when he ha 
made 1t—but it could not be reca!l'd—ſo he had nothing 
to do, but proceed. 
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As the number of wounded was prodigious, and no 
one had time to think of any thing, but his own fafety— 
Though Talmaſh, ſaid my uncle Toby, brought off the 


foot with great prudence—But I was left upon the field, 


faid the corporal. Thou waſt ſo; poor fellow! replied 
my uncle Toby So that it was noon the next day, con- 
tinued the corpora), before I was exchanged, and put 
into a cart with thirteen or fourteen more, in order to be 
conveyed to our hoſpital, 

There is no part of the body, an* pleaſe your honour, 
where a wound occaſions more intolerable anguiſh than 
upon the knee— | | 

Except thé groin, ſaid my uncle Toby. An' pleaſe 
your honour, replied the corporal, the knee, in my opi- 
nion, mult certainly be the moſt acute, there being ſo 
many tendons and what-d'ye-cali-'ems all about it. 

It is for that reaſon, quoth my uncle Toby, that the 
groin is infinitely more ſenſible there being not only 
as many tendons and what-d'ye- call-ems (for I know 
their names as little as thou do'ſt) about it—but 
moreover * * 

Mrs. Wadman, who had been all the time in her ar- 
bour—inſantly ſtopped her breath—unpinn'd her mob 
at the chin, and ſtood up upon one leg | 

The diſpute was maintained with amicable and equal 
force betwixt my uncle Toby and Trim for ſome time 
till Trim at length recollecting that he had often eried at 
his maſter's ſufferings, but never ſhed a tear at his own 
was for giving up the point, which my uncle Toby 
would not allow—'Tis a proof of nothing, Trim, ſaid 


he, but the generoſity of thy temper— 


So that whether the pain of a wound in the groin 
(ceteris paribus) is greater than the pain of a wound in 
the knee——or | | | 

Whether the pain of a wound in the knee 1s not greater 
than the pain of a wound in the groin—are points which 


to this day remain unſettled, 
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T H E anguiſh of my knee, continued the corporal, 
was exceſſive in itſelf ; and the uneaſineſs of the 
cart, with the roughneſs of the roads, which were ter- 
ribly cut up—making bad ſtill wori/e—every ſtep was 
death to me; ſo that with the loſs of blood, and the 
want of care taken of me, and a fever I telt coming on 
beſides (Poor ſoul! ſaid my uncle Toby)—all toge- 
ther, an' pleaſe your honour, was more than I could 
ſuſtain. | 
I was telling my ſufferings to a young woman at a 
peaſant's houſe, where our cart, which was the laſt of 
the line, had halted. They had help'd me in, and the 
young woman had taken a cordial out of her pocket, and 
dropp'd it upon ſome ſugar, and ſeeing it had cheer'd 
me, ſhe had given it me a ſecond and a third time—— 
So I was telling her, an' pleaſe your honour, the anguiſh 
I was in, and was ſaying it was ſo intolerable to me, 


that I had much rather lie down upon the bed, turning 


my face towards one which was in the corner of the 
room—and die, than go on—when, upon her attempt- 
ing to lead me to it, I fainted away in her arms. She 
was a good ſoul! as your honour, ſaid the corporal, 
wiping his eyes, will hear, 
I thought /ave had been a joyous thing, quoth my 
uncle Toby. 
"Tis the moſt ſerious thing, an' pleaſe ygur honour, 
(ſometimes,) that is in the world. , 
By the perſuaſion of the young woman, continued the 
- corporal, the cart with the wounded men ſet off without 
me: ſhe had aſſured them I ſhould expire immediatel 
if I was put into the cart. So when I came to myſelf 
L found myſelf in a ſtill, quiet cottage, with no 
ene but the young woman, and the peaſant and his 85 
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I was laid acroſs the bed in the corner of the room, with 
my wounded leg y- bag a chair, and the young woman 
beſide me, holding the corner of her handkerchief dipp'd 
in vinegar to my noſe with one hand, and rubbing my 
temples with the other. | 
I took her at firlt for the daughter of the peaſant (for 
it was no inn)——ſo had offer'd her a little purſe with 
eighteen florins, which my poor brother Tom (here 
Trim wip'd his eyes) had ſent me as a token, by a re- 


cruit, juſt before he ſet out for Liſbon—— 


I never told your honour that piteous ſtory yet— - 
here Trim wiped his eyes a third time. 

The young woman call'd the old man and his wife 
into the room, to ſhew them the money, in order to 
gain me credit for a bed and what little neceſſaries I 
mould want, till I ſhould be in a condition to be got to 
the hoſpital——Come then! ſaid ſhe, tying up the lit- 
tle purſe— I'll be your banker—but as that office alone 
will not keep me employ'd, I'll be your nurſe too. 

I thought by her manner of ſpeaking this, as well as . 
by her dreſs, which I then began to conſider more at- 
tentively——that the young woman could not be the 
daughter of the peaſant. 

She was in black down to her toes, with her hair con- 
ceal'd under a cambric border, laid cloſe to her fore- 
head. She was one of thoſe kind of nuns, an' pleaſe your 
honour, of which, your honour knows, there are a 
good many in Flanders, which they let go looſe— By 
the deſcription, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, 1 dare 


fay ſhe was a young Beguine, of which there are none 


to be found any where but in the Spaniſh Netherlands 
except at Amſterdam—— They differ from nuns in this, 
that they can quit their cloiſter if they chooſe to marry. 
They viſit and take care of the ſick by profeſſion 1 
had rather, for my own part, they did it out of good- 
nature. 
 ——$he often told me, quoth Trim, ſhe did it for 
the love of Chriſt—T did not like it—I believe, Trim, 
we are both wrong, ſaid my uncle Toby——We'll ”= 
: a r. 
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Mr. Yorick about it to-night at my brother Shandy's 
o put me in mind, added my uncle Toby. 

The young Beguine, continued the corporal, had 
ſcarce given herſelf time to tell me © ſhe would be my 
& nurſe,” when ſhe haſtily turned about to begin the 
office of one, and prepare ſomething tor me—and in a 
ſhort time—thoygh I thought it a long one —ſhe came 
back with flannels, &c. &c. and having fomented my 
knee ſoundly for a couple of hours, &c. and made me a 
thin baton of grucl for my ſupper——ſhe wiſh'd me 
reſt, and promited to be with me early in the morning, 
he wiſl'd me, an' pleaſe your honour, what was 
not to be had. My fever ran very high that night 
her figure made ſad diſturbance within me—I was eve 
moment cutting the world in twe——to give her half of 
it——and every moment was I crying, That I had nothing 
but a knapſack and eighteen florins to ſhare with her— 
'The wh night long was the fair Beguine, like an 
angel, cloſe by my bedfide, holding back my curtain, 
and offering me cordials—ard I was only awakened from 
my dream by her coming there at the hour promiſed, 
and giving them in reality. In truth ſhe was ſcarce 
ever = me ; and ſo accuſtomed was I to receive life 
from her hands, that my heart ſickened, and I loſt co- 
lour when ſhe left the room: and yet, continued the 
corporal, (making one of the ſtrangelt reflections upon 
it in the world | 

— It was not lobe for during the three 
weeks ſhe was almoſt conſtantly with me, fomenting 
my knee with her hand, night and day—I can honeſtly 
ſay, an' pleaſe your honour——that * * * # %» 
E007 0: 00:0 ES ance. 

That was very odd, Trim, quoth my uncle Toby— 

I think ſo roo—laid Mrs. Wadman, 

It never did, ſaid the corporal. 


CHAP, 


* 
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CHAP. VE 


wn TREE tis no marvel, continued the corpora. 
ſeeing my uncle Toby muſing upon it—for 

Love, an' pleaſe your honour, is exactly like war, in 
this; that a ſoldier, though he has eſcaped three weeks 
complete o Saturday night—may nevertheleſs be ſhot 
through his heart on Sunday morning=——1t happened fo 
here, an' pleaſe your honour, with this difference only 
that it was on Sunday in the afternoon, when I tell in love 
all at once with a fifſerrara——it burſt upon me, an' 
pleaſe your honour, like a bomb—ſcarce giving me 
time to ſay, 4 God bleſs me.“ 

I thought, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, a man never 
fell in love fo very ſuddenly. | 

Yes, an' pleaſe your honour, if he is in the way of 
it—replied Trim. | | 

I prithee, quoth my uncle Toby, inform me how 
this matter happened. 
With all pleaſure, ſaid the corporal, making a 


bow. 


CHA P. VI. 


I Had eſcaped, continued the corporal, all that time 
from falling in love, and had gone on to the end of 
the chapter, had it not been predeſtinated otherwiſe— 
there is no reſiſting our fate. 
It was on a Sunday, in the afternoon, as I told your 
honour 
The old man and his wife had walked out. 
: Every thing was ſtill and huſh as midnight about the 
ouſe 
There was not ſo much as a duck or a duckling about 
the yard | 
When the fair Beguine came in to ſee me. 


My 
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My wound was then in a fair way of doing well 
the inflammation had been gone off tor ſome time, but it 
; was ſucceeded with an itching both above and below my 
knee, fo inſufferable, that I had not ſhut my eyes the 
whole night for it. 5 
Let me ſee it, {aid ſhe, kneeling down upon the e 


3 to my knee, and lay ing her hand upon the part 
clow it—It only wants rubbing a little, ſaid the Be- 
guine; ſo covering it with the bed- clothes, ſhe began 
with the fore- finger of her right-hand to rub under m 
knee, guiding her fore- finger backwards and er. 
by the edge of the flannel which kept on the dreſſing. 

In five or ſix minutes I felt ſlightly the end of her 
ſecond finger——and preſently it was laid flat with the 
other, and (he continued rubbing in that way round and 
round for a good while! It then came into my head that 
I ſhould fall in love I bluſh'd when I ſaw how white 
a hand ſhe had—!I ſhall never, an' pleaſe your honour, 
behold another hand fo white whilſt I live — 
| Not in that place, ſaid my uncle Toby 

Though it was the molt ſerious affair in nature to the 
corporal——he could not forbear ſmiling. | 

'The young Beguine, continued the corporal, per- 
ceiving it was of great ſervice to me from rubbing 
for ſome time with two fingers, - proceeded to rub at 
length with three——till by little and little ſhe brought 
down the fourth, and then rubb'd with her whole hand. 
I will never ſay another word, an' pleaſe your honour, 
upon hands again—but itavas ſofter than ſattin 


wilt, ſaid my uncle Toby; I ſhall hear the ſtory with 
the more delight The corporal thank'd his maſter 
molt unteignedly ; but having nothing to ſay upon the 
Beguine's hand, but the ſame over again—he procceded 
to the effects of it, 0 

The fair Beguine, ſaid the corporal, continued rub- 
bing with her whole hand under my knee——till I fear'd 
her zeal would weary her“ I would do a thouſand 


times more,” ſaid the, „for the love of Chriſt 
In 


Prithee, Trim, commend it as much as thou, 
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In ſaying which, ſhe paſs'd her hand acroſs the flannel to 
the part above my knee, which I had equally com- 
plained of, and rubb'd it allo, 

I perceived, then, I was beginning to be in love 

As ſhe continued rub-rub-rubbing——]1 felt it ſpread 
from under her hand, an' pleate your honour, to every 
part of my frame | 

The more ſhe rubhb'd, and the longer ſtrokes ſhe took 
the more the fire k indled in my veins—till at length, 
by two or three ſtrokes longer than the reſt my * * 
roſe to the higheſt pitch I ſeiz'd her hand 

And then, thou clapped'ſt it to thy lips, Trim, 
ſaid my uncle 'T'opy,—and madeſt a ſpecch. 

Whether the corporal's amour terminated preciſely in 
the way my uncle Toby deſcribed it, is not material! 
it is enough that it contain'd in it the effence of all rhe 
love-romances which ever have been wrote ſince the be- 
ginning of the world. 


CHAP. VL 
AS Pon as the corporal had finiſh'd the tory of his 


amour or rather my uncle Toby fer him Mrs. 
Wadman tilently fallied forth from her zrbour, replaced 
the pin in her mob, pais'd the wicker gate, and ad- 
vanced tlowly towards my uncle Toby's ſentry-box. The 
diſpoſition which Trim had made in my uncle Toby's 
mind, was too tavourable a criſis to be let flipped 

Ihe attack was determin'd upon: It was facili- 
tated ſtill more by my uncle Toby's having ordered the 
corporal to wheel oit the pionecr's ſhovel, the ipade, the 
pick-ax, the picquets, and other military ſtores which lay 
ſcatterd upon the ground where Dunkirł ſtood The 
corporal had march'd the field was clcar. 

Now cont:der, Sir, what nonſenſe it is, either in fight- 
ing or writing, or any thing elite (hether in rhame 
to it, or not) which a man has occation to d to act ty 
plan: tor it ever Plan, independent of all circumitances, 

Vor. VI. 20 © deicryed 
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deſerved regiſtering in letters of gold (I mean in the 
archives of Gotham)—it was certainly the Plan of Mrs, 
Wadman's attack of my uncle Toby in his ſentry-box, 
BY PLan—Now the Plan hanging up in it at this junc- 
ture, being the Plan o Dunkirk—and the tale of Dun- 
Kirk atale of relaxation, it oppoſed every impreſſion ſhe 
could make: and beſides, could the have gone upon it— 
the manoeuvre of fingers and hands in the attack of the 
ſentry-box, was ſo outdone by that of the fair Beguine's, 
in Trim's ſtory that juſt then, that particular attack, 
however ſucceſsful before became the molt heartles 
attack that could be made— 

O! let woman alone for this. Mrs. Wadman had 
ſcarce open'd the wicker- gate, when her genius ſported 
with the change of circumſtances. 

—She formed a new attack in a moment. 


CHAP. IX. 
I am half diſtracted, Captain Shandy, ſaid Mrs, 


Wadman, holding up her cambrick handkerchief to her 
left eye, as ſhe approached the door of my uncle 'To- 
by's lentry-box a mote—or ſand—or {omething—l 
know not what, has got into this eye of mine—do look 
into it—it is not in the white 

In ſaying which, Mrs. Wadman edged herſelf cloſe 
in beſide my uncle Toby, and {queezing herſelf down up- 
on the corner of his bench, ſhe gave him an opportunity 
of doing it without riſing up Do look into it—l{aid ſhe. 

Honeſt ſoul! thou didſt look into it with as much in- 
noceney of heart, as ever child look'd into a raree ſhew- 
box; and 'twere as much a fin to have hurt thee. 

If a man will be peeping of his own accord into 
things of that nature—T've nothing to ſay to it.— 

My uncle Toby never did: and I will anfwver for him, 
that he would have fat quietly upon a ſota from June to 
January, (which, you know, takes in both the hot ani 
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5 4 months,) with an eye as fine as the Thracian“ Ro- 

lope's beides him, without being able to tell whether 
was it a black or a blue one. 

The difficulty was to get my uncle Toby to look at 
one at all. 

"Tis ſurmounted. And 

I ſee him yonder with his pipe = -ndulous in his hand, 
and the afhes falling out of it —looking—and looking 
then rubbing his cyes—and looking again, with twice 
the good-nature that ever Galileo looked for a ſpot in 
the fun. | 

In vain ! for by all the powers which animate the or- 
gan- Widow Wadman's left eye ſhines this moment as 
ucic { as her right there is neither mote, or ſand, 
duſt, or chaff, or {peck, or particle of opake matte 
floating in 1— There is nothing, my dear paternal un- 
cle! but one lambent delicious fire, furtively thooting 
out from every part of it, in all directions, into thine 

— [i thou lookeſt, uncl: Toby, in {earch of this mote 
one moment Jonger—thou art undone, 


CHEAT. ©. 
AN eye is for all the world ex xactly like a cannon, in 


this reſpect ; that it is not io much the eye or the 
cannon, in themſelves, as it is the carriage of the eye 
and the carriage of the cannon, by which both the one 
and the other are enabled to do ſo much- execution, I 
don't think the compariſon a bad cne: However, as 'tis 
mace and placed at the head of the chapter, as much 
for uſe as ornament, al] [ defire 1 in return, is, that when- 
ever I ſpeak of Mrs. Wa man's eyes e once in the 
next period) that you kecp it in your fancy. 


* Rodope Thracia tam inevitahili faſcino inſtructa, 
tam exacte oculis intuens attraxit, ut ſi in illam quis in- 
cidiſlet, fieri non poſſet, quin carperetur i know not 
who, | 


C 2 I proteſt, 
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I proteit, Madam, {aid my uncle Toby, I can fee 
nothing whatever in your eye. 

It is not in the white, ſaid Mrs. Wadman. My uncle 
Toby looked with might and main into the pupil—— 

Now of all the eyes which ever were created—trom 
your own, Madam, up to thoſe of Venus herielt, wich 
certainly were as venereal a pair of eyes as ever ſtood inn 
head——there never was an eye of them all ſo fitted to 
rob my uncle Joby of his repole, as the very eye at 
which he was looking—lIt was not, Madam, a rolling 
cya romping or a wanton one nor was it an cyc 
ſparkling—petulant or imperious—oft high claims aud 
terrifying exactions, which would have curdled at once 
that milk of human nature, ot which my uncle "Toby 
was made up—but 'was an eye full of gentle ſalutations 
—and {oft re{ponſes—(peiking—not like the trumpet- 
flop of ſome ill-made organ, in which many an cyc I 
talk to, holds coarſe converie—but whiſpering loſt 
like the laſt low accents of an expiring ſaint—« How 
« can you live comfortleſs, Captain Shandy, and alone, 
« without a boſom to lean your head on—or truſt your 
« cares to!“ 

It was an eye— 

But I thall be in love with it myſelf, if I (fy another 
word abcut it, 


— It did my uncle Toby's bulinels, 


CHAP. 
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f | G 


HEEE is nothing ſhews the charadters of my fa- 
ther and my uncle 'Loby in a more entertaining 
light, than their different manner of deportment under 
the fame accident—tlor I call not love a misfortune, 
from a perſuation, that a man's heart is ever (he better 
tor it Great God what mult my uncle Toby's haye 
been, when 'twas all benignity without it, 

My tather, as appears trom many of his papers, was 
very ſubject to tis paſſion, betore he married-—but 
from a little ſubacid kind of drolliſh impatience in his 
nature, whenever it befell him, he would never {ubnut 
to it like a Chriſtian 3 but would piſh, and hutt, and 
bounce, and kick, and play the devil, and write the 
bittereſt Philippicks againſt the eye that ever man 
wrote There is one in verle upon ſomebody's eye or 
other, that for two or three nights together had put 
him by his reſt ; which, in his firſt traniport of reſent— 
ment againit it, he begins thus: 


&« A Devil 'tis and miſchief ſuch doth work 
© As never yet did Pagan, Jew, or Tut.“ 


In ſhort, during the whole paroxiſm, my father was 
all abuſe and foul language, approaching rather towards 
maledietion—only he did not do it with as much method 
as Ernu:phus he was too impetuous 3 nor with 
Ernulphus's policy—for tho' my father, with the moit 
intolerant ſpirit, would curſe both this and that, and 
every thing under heaven, which was either aiding or 
abctting to his love yet he never concluded his chap- 

K-43 | ter 


* This will be printed with my father's life of 
Socrates, &c. &c. 
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ter of curſes upon it, without curſing himſelf in at | 


the bargain, as one of the molt egregious tools and 
cox-combs, he would ſay, that ever was let looſe in 
the world, 
My uncle Toby, on the contrary, took it like a 
lJamb-——tat fill, and let the poiſon work in his veins 
without reſiſtance In the — exacerbations of 
his wound (like that on his groin) he never dropt one 
iretful or dilcontented word-——he blamed neither hea- 
ven nor earth, or thought or {poke an injurious thing 
of any body, or any part of it! he fat ſolitary and 
peniive with his pg ans at his lame leg 
then whiſtling out a ſentimental heigh-ho ! which mix- 
ing with the ſmoke, incommoded no one mortal, 

He took it like a lamb I ſay. | 

In truth, he had miſtook it at firſt ; for having taken 
a ride with my father, that very morning, to ſave, if 
pollible, a beautiful wood, which the dean and chapter 
were hewing don to give to the poor *; which {iid 
wood being in full view of my uncle Toby's houle, 
and of ſngular ſervice to him in his deſcription of the 
battle cf Wynendale, —by trotting on too haſtily to 
fave it—upon an uncaty faddl.—worle horle, &c. Ge. 
.it had fo happened, that the ſerous part of the 
blood had got betwixt the two ſkins, in the nethermot 
part of my uncle Toby—the firſt ſhootings of which 
(as my uncle Toby had no experience of love) he had 
taken tor a part of the paſſion—till the bliſter breaking 
in the one cal —and the other remaining—my uncle 
Toby was pre.entiy convinced, that his wound was 
not a ſkin-deep-wound—but that it had gone to his 
heart. 


CHAP. 


Mr. Shandy muit mean the poor in ſpirit ; inat- 
much as they divided the money among lt themielvcs, 
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CHAP. YU 


HE world is aſhamed of being virtuougs——My un- 
cle Toby knew little of the world; and therefore, 
when he felt he was in love with widow Wadman, he 
bad no conception that the thing was any more to be 
made a myſtery ol, than if Mrs. Wadman had given 
him a cut with a gap'd knife acroſs his finger: Had it 
been otherwiſe yet, as he ever look'd upon Trim as a 
humble friend, and ſaw treſh reaſons every day of his 
ite to treat him as ſuch—it would have made no variation 
in the manner in which he informed him of the affair. 
] am in love, corporal!” quoth my uncle Toby. 


c HAP. XIII. A 


* love! ſaid the corporal—Y our honour was very 
well the day before yeſterday, when I was telling 
our honour the ſtory of the King of Buhemia———Bo- 
1 {aid my ack Toby muſing a long time 
What became of that ſtory, Trim? 
We loſt it, an' pleaſe your honour, ſomchow be- 
twixt us but your honour was as free from love then, 
as TI am "I'was juſt whilſt thou went'it off with the 
wheel-barrow—-with Mrs. Wadman, quoth my uncle 
Toby—She has left a ball here—added my uncle Toby 
pointing to his brea{t 
She can no more, an' pleaſe your honour, ſtand 
a ſiege, than ſhe can fly—cried the corporal 
But as we are neighbours, Trim, —the belt way 
T think is to let her know it civilly tirſt—quoth my un- 
cle Toby. 

Now if I might preſume, ſaid the corporal, to ditter 
from your honout— 

—Why elle, do I talk to thee, Trim? ſaid my un- 
cle Toby, mildly» 

| Then 
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— Then I would begin, an' pleaſe your honour, with 
— a good thundering attack upon her in return— 
and telling her civilly afterwards for it ſhe knows 
any thing of your honour's being in love before-hand 
n— _ her!——She knows no more at preſent of 


it, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, than the child unhorn— 


Precious fouls !! 

Mrs. Wadman had told it, with all its circumſtances, 
to Mrs. Bridget twenty-four hours before; and was at 
that very moment ſitting in council with her, touching 
ſome light miſgivings with regard to the ifſue of the 
aftair, which the Devil, who never lies dead in a ditch, 
had put into her head before he would allow half time, 
to get quietly through her, te Deum. 

Jam terribly atraid, faid widow Wadman, in caſe 
I ſhould marry him, Bridget,—that the poor captain 
will not enjoy his health, with the monſtrous wound 
upon his groin - = 


It may not, Ma lam, be ſo very large, replied Bridget, 


as you think; and I believe beſides, added ſhe that 'tis 
dried up— 

l could like to know—merely for his ſake, (aid 
Mrs. Wadman— - 

—We'll know the long and the broad of it, in ten 
days—anſwered Mrs. Bridget; for whilſt the captain is 
pay ing his addreſſes to you—lI am confident Mr. Trim 
will be for making love to me—and III let him as much 
as he will—added Bridget—to get it all out of him— 

'The meaſures were — at once—and my uncle To— 
by and the . eee, went on with theirs. 

Now, | quoth the corporal, ſetting his left hand a 
kimbo, and giving ſuch a Houriſh with his right, as juſt 
promiſed ſucceſs—and no more if your honour will 
give me leave to lay down the plan of this attack 
Thou wilt pleaſe me by it, Trim, ſaid my un- 
cle Toby, exceedingly—and as I foreſee thou mult act 
in it as my aid-de-camp, here's a crown, corporal, to 
begin with, to ſteep thy commiſſion. 
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Then, an' pleaſe your honour, ſaid the corporal 
(making a bow firſt for his commiſſion)—we will begin 
with getting your honour's laced clothes out of the 
great campaign trunk, to be well aired, and have the 
blue and gold taken up at the ſleeves——and I'll put 
your white 1amellie-wig treſh into 83 ſend for 
a tailor, to have your honour's thin ſcarlet breeches 
turned | 

—[ had better take the red pluſh ones, quoth my un- 
cle Toby.—'They willbe too n the corporal. 


CHAP, XV. 


Thou wilt get a bruſh and a little chalk to my 
ſword-—'T'will be only in your honour's way, replied 
Trim. 


CHAP. XV. 


— But your honour's two razors ſhall be new ſet 
and J will get my Montero-cap furbiſh'd up, and put 
on poor lieutenant Le Fever*s regimental coat, which 
your honour gave me to wear for his ſake—and as ſoon 


as your honour is clean ſhaved—and has got your clean 


ſuirt on, with your blue and gold, or your fine ſcarlet 
—0metimes one and ſometimes t'other and every 
thing is ready for the attack—we'll march up boldly, 
as if *twas to the face of a baſtion; and whniſt your 
honour engages Mrs. Wadman in the parlour, to the 
nght—Pl attack Mrs. Bridget in the kitchen, to the 
lett; and having ſeiz'd that paſs, Il antwer for it, 
ſid the corporal, ſnapping his fingers over his head 
that the day is our own. | 

I with I may but manage it right, ſaid my uncle 
Toby—but I declare, corporal, I had rather march up 
to the very edge of a trench 

A. woman is quite a different thing—ſaid the cor- 
poral. 


I ſuppoſe ſo, quoth my uncle Toby. 


CHAP, 
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CHAT. AV, 


| Ir any thing in this world, which my father ſaid,— 
would have provoked my uncle Toby, during the 
time he was in love, it was the perverſe ule my father 
was always making of an expreition of Hilarion the her. 
mit; who, in ſpeaking of his abſtinence, his watchings, 
flagellations, and other inſtrumental parts. of his reli 
ion—would ſay though with more {acetiouinels than 
1 a hermit That they were the means he uled 
« to make his als (meaning his body) leave off kick. 
ing.“ Bing 
It pleaſed my father well: it was not only a laconic 
way of exprefling—but of libelling, at the ſame” time, 
the deſires and appetites of the lower part of us; ſo that 
for many years of my father's life, 'cwas his conſtant 
mode of expreſſion—he never uſed the word paſſions once 
but 4 always inſtead of them So that he might be 
ſaid truly, to have been upon the bones, or the back of 
his own aſs, or elſe of ſome other man's, during all that 
time, | 
I muſt here obſerve to you the difference betwixt 
My father's aſs | 
and my hobby-horſe—in order to Keep cha- 
racters as ſeparate as may be, in our tancies, as we go 
along. | 
For my hobby-horſe, if you recollect a little, is no 
way a vicious beaſt; he has ſcarce one hair or lineament 
of the aſs about him—'Tis the ſporting little filty-tolly 
which carries you out for the preſent hour—a maggot, 
a butterfly, a picture, a fiddleftick—an uncle Toby“ 
ſiege —or an any thing, which a man makes a ſhift to 
et a ſtride on, to canter it away from the cares and 10- 
fieitudes of life 'Tis as uſeful a beaſt as is in the 
whole creation—nor do I really ſee how the world could 
do without it. | | 
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— But for my father's aſt—oh!] mount him mount 
him— mount him (that's three times, is it nat?) 


mount him not :— tis a beaſt concupiſcent — and foul 


betal the man who docs not hinder him from kicking, 


CHAP. XvII. 


ELL! dear brother Toby, ſaid my father, upon 


and 


his firit ſeeing him atter he fell in love 

how goes it with your Ae? | 
Now my uncle Toby thinking more of the part where 
he had had the bliſter, than of Hilarion's metaphor— 
and our pre-conceptions having (you know) as great a 
_ over the ſounds of words as the ſhapes of things, 


ic had imagined that my father, who was not very 


ceremonious in his choice of words, had enquired after 
the part by its proper name; ſo, notwithſtanding my 
mother, Doctor Slop, and Mr. Yorick, were ſitting in 
the parlour, he thought it rather civil to conform to the 
term my father had made uſe of than not. When a man 
is hemm? in by two indecorums, and muſt commit one 
of ein I always obſerve—let him chooſe which he 
will, the world will blame him lo I ſhould not be 
alt: niſhed if it blames my uncle Toby. 

My Ac, quoth my uncle Toby, is much better 
brother Shandy——My father had tormed great ex- 
pectations from his Afle in this onſet; and would have 
brought him on again; but Doctor Slop ſetting up an 
intemperate laugh—and my mother crying out I- 
bleſs us !—it drove my i{athe's Aſſe off the field and 


the laugh then becoming general—there was no bringing” 


him back to the charge tor ſome time 

And ſo the diſcourle went on without him. 

Lyery body, ſaid my mother, ſays you are in love, 
brother Toby, —and we hope it is true, 

I am as much in love, fitter, I believe, replied my 
uncle Toby, as any man uluzlly is Humph ! ſaid 
my father——And when did you know it? quoth my 
note | — When 
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When the bliſter broke, replied my uncle Toby. 
My unele Toby's reply put my father into good tem. 


per ſo he charg'd ctoot.' 


C HA P. XVIII. 


AS the ancients agree, brother Toby, ſaid my father, 
X that there are two difterent ana diftinct 
love, according to the different parts which are aftcCted 
by it——the Brain or Live I think when a man is 
in love, it behoves him a little to conſider which of tic 
two he is fallen into. | 

What ſignifies it, brother Shandy, replied my uncle 
Toby, which of the two it is, provided it will but 
make a man marry, and love his wife, and get a few 
children. | eee | 

A few children! cried my father, riſing out of 
his chair, and looking full in my mother's face, as he 
forced his way betwixt her's and Doctor Slop's—-1 few 
children! cried my father, repeating my uncle Toby“ 
words as he walked to and fro 

— Not, my dear brother Toby, cried my father, re- 
covering himſelf all at once, and coming cloſe up to the 
back of my uncle Toby's chair not that I fliou!d 
be ſorry bad'it thou a ſcore on the contrary, I theuld 
rejoice——and be as kind, Toby, to every one of them 
as a father 

My uncle Toby ſtole his hand unperceiv'd behind his 
chair, to give my father's a ſqueeze 

— Nay, morcover, continued he, keeping hold of my 
uncle Toby's hand o much de*it thou poſiels, my 
dear Toby, of the milk of human nature, and ſo litt 

of its alperities tis piteous the world is not peopi.d 
by creatures which retemble thee; and was I an Allatie 
monarch, added my father, heating hunfelt with hi 
new project—l ul oblige thee, provided it would net 
impair thy ſtrength or dry up thy radical moiſture 


too talt——or wezken thy memcry or fancy, brother 
Joby, 
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Toby, which theſe gymnicks, inordinately taken, are 
apt to do=—elfe, dear Toby, I would procure thee the 
moſt beautitul woman in my empire, and I would oblige 
thee, nolens, wolens, to beget for me one ſubje&t every 
month 

As my father pronounced the laſt word of the ſen- 
tence———my mother took a pinch of Muff. 

Now I would not, quoth my uncle Toby, get a child 
nolens, wolens, that is, whether I would or no, to pleaſe 
the greateſt prince upon earth 

And 'twould be cruel in me, brother Toby, to 
compel thee, ſaid my father—but ' tis a caſe put to ſhew 
thee, that it is not thy begetting a child—in caſe thou 
ſhould'ſt be able——but the ſyſtem of love and mar- 
riage thou goeſt upon, which I would fet thee right in 
There is at leaſt, ſaid Yorick, a great deal of reaſon 
and plain ſenſe in Captain Shandy*s opinion of love; and 
'tis amongſt the ill-ſpent hours of my life which I have 
to anſwer tor, that I have read ſo many flouriſhing pocts 
and rhetoricians in my time, from whom I never could 
extract ſo much 

I wiſh, Yorick, ſaid my father, you had read Plato; 
for there you would have learnt that there are two Loves 
I know there were two Religions, replicd Yorick, 
amongſt the ancients—one for the vulgar, and another 
for the Jearned; but I think oze Lowe might have ſerved 
both of them very well | 

It could not, -replied my father—and for the ſame 
reaſons: for of theſe Loves, according to Ficinus's com- 
ment upon Velaſius, the one is rational 

—— The other is natural 
the firſt ancient without mother—where Venus had 


nothing to do: the ſecond, begotten of Jupiter and 


Dione | 
—Pray, brother, quoth my uncle Toby, what has a 
man who believes in God to do with this? My father 
couid not top to anſwer, for fear of breaking the thread 
of his diſcourſe 
Vol. VI. 26 D 
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This latter, continued he, partakes wholly of the na- 
ture of Venus. | 
The firſt, which 1s the golden chain let down from 
heaven, excites to love heroic, which comprehends in 
it, and excites to the deſire of philoſophy and truth 
the ſecond excites to deſire ſimply | 
I think the procreation of children as beneficial 
to ver world, ſaid Fates as the finding out the lon- 
itude | 
N To be ſure, ſaid my mother, love keeps peace 
in the world | 
In the bouſe—my dear, I own—lt. repleniſhes 
the earth, ſaid my mother 
But it keeps heaven empty my dear, replied my fa- 
ther. | 
— Tis Virginity, cried Slop, triumphantly, which 
fills paradiſe. | 10 8 
Well puſh'd, nun! quoth my father. 
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MY father had ſuch a ſkirmiſhing, cutting kind of a 

{laſhing way with him in his dijputations, thruſting 
and ripping, and giving every one a ſtroke to remember 
him by in his turn that if there were twenty people in 
company—in leſs than half an hour he was ture to have 
every one of em againſt him. 

What did not a little contribute to leave him thus 
without any ally, was, that if there was any one polt 
more untenable than the rett, he would be ſure to throw 
himſelf into it; and to do him juſtice, when he was once 
there, he would defend it ſo gallantly, that *twould have 
been a concern, either to a brave man, or a good-natur- 
ed one, to have ſeen him driven out. 

Yorick, for this reaſon, though he would often attack 
him—yet could never bear to do it with all his force. 

Doctor Slop's VIRGINITY, in the cloſe of the chapter, 
had got him for once on the right ſide of the rampart; 
and he was beginning to blow up all the convents in 
Chriſtendom about Slop's ears, when Corporal Trim 
came, into the parlour to inform my uncle Toby, that 
his thin ſcarlet breeches, in which the attack was to be 
made upon Mrs. Wadman, would not do; for that the 
tailor, in ripping them up, in order to turn them, had 
found they had been turn'd before Then turn them 
again, brother, ſaid my father rapidly; for therewill be 
many a turning of *em yet before all's done in the aftau— 

They are as rotten as dirt, ſaid the corporal— Then, 
by all means, ſaid my father, beipeak a new pair, bro- 
ther—for though I know, continued my father, turning 
himſelf to the company, that widow Wadman has been 
deeply in love with my brother Toby for many years, 
and has uſed every art and circumvention of woman to 
outwit him into the ſame paſſion, yet now that ſhe has 
caught him— her fever will be paſs'd its height— 

| D 2 | —She 
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— dhe has gain'd her point. | x 

In this caſe, continued my father, which Plato, I am 
perſuaded, never thought of Love, you ſee, is not ſo 
much a SENTIMENT as a SITUATION, into which a 
man enters, as my brother Toby would do, into a corps 
no matter whether he loves the ſervice or no—being 
once in it—he acts as if he did; and takes every ſtep to 
ſhew himſelf a man of proweſſe. 

The hypotheſis, like the reſt of my father's, was 
plauſible enough, and my uncle Toby had but a ſingle 
word to object to it—in which Trim ſtood ready to e- 
b him— but my father had not drawn his conclu- 

on— | 

For this rcaſon, continued my father, (ſtating the 
caſe over again, ) notwithſtanding all the world knows, 
that Mrs. Wadman affects my brother Toby—and my 
brother Toby contrariwiſe affe&ts Mrs. Wadman, and 
no obſtacle in nature to forbid the mulic ſtriking up this 
very night, yet will 1 anſwer for it, that this 1elt-ſame 
tune will not be play'd this twelvemonth— 

We have taken our meaſures badly, quoth my uncle 
Toby, looking up interrogatively in 'Trim's face. 

I would lay my Montero- cap, ſaid Trim — Now 
Trim's Montero-cap, as I once told you, was his con- 
ſtant wager, and having furbiſh'd it up that very night, 
in order to go upon the attack—it made the odds look 
more conſiderable I would lay, an' pleaſe your honour, 
my Montero-cap to a ſhilling—was it proper, continued 
Trim (making a bow) to offer a wager before your 
honours— | 
There is nothing improper in it, ſaid my father 
—'tis a mode of expreſſion; for in ſaying thou would'ſt 
lay thy Mont. ro-cap to a ſhilling—all thou meaneſt is 
this—that thou b. lieveſt— 

Now, What do'ſt thou believe? 

That widow Wadman, an' pleaſe your worſhip, can- 
not hold it out ten days— | 

And whence, cried Slop, jecringly, haſt thou all this 
knowledge af woman, friend? I 


By 
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By falling in love with a popiſh clergy-woman, ſaid 
Trim. | 

"Twas a Beguine, ſaid my uncle Toby. 

Doctor Slop was too much in wrath to liſten to the 
diſtinction; and my father taking that very criſis to fall 
in helter-ſkelter upon the whole order of Nuns and Be- 

uines, a ſet of lilly, fuſty baggagesSlop could not 

and it and my uncle Toby having ſome meaſures 
to take about his breeches—and Yorick about his fourth 
general diviſion—in order for their ſeveral attacks next 
day—the company broke up: and my father being left 
alone, and having half an hour upon his hand betwixt 
that and bed-time, he called for pen, ink, and paper, and 
wrote my uncle Toby the following letter of inſtructions. 


My dear brother T oby, 


WHAT I am going to ſay to thee, is upon the na- 

ture of women, and of love-making to them; and 
perhaps it is as well for the2z—tho* not ſo well for me 
that thou haſt occaſion for a letter of inſtructions up- 
on that head, and that T am able to write it to thee. 

Had it been the good pleaſure of him who diſpoſes of 
our lots—and thou no ſufferer by the knowledge, I had 
been well content that thou ſhould* have dipp'd the pen 
this moment into the ink, inſtead of myſelf; but that 
not being the caſe—Mrs. Shandy being now cloſe beſides 
me, preparing for bed-—I have thrown together without 
order, and juſt as they have come into my mind, ſuch 
hints and documents as I deem may be of ule to thee; 
intending, in this, to give thee a token of my love; not 
doubting, my dear Toby, of the manner in which it 
will be accepted. | | 

In the firſt place, with regard to all which concerns 
religion in the affair—though I perceive, from a glow in 
my cheek, that I bluſh as I begin to ſpeak to thee up- 
on the ſubject, as well knowing, notwithſtanding thy 
unaffected ſecrecy, how few of its offices thou negletteſt 
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—yet I would remind thee of one (during the continu- 
ance of thy courtſhip) in a particular manner, which J 
would not have omitted; and that is, never to go forth 
upon the enterprize, whether it be in the morning or the 
afternoon, without firſt recommending thyſelt to the 
protection of almighty God, that he may defend . thee 
trom the evil one. | | 
Shave the whole top of thy crown clean, once at leaſt 
every four or five days, but oftener if convenient; leſt 
in taking off thy wig before her, thro' abſence of mind, 
ſhe ſhould be able to diſcover how much has been cut 
away by Time—how much by Trim. | 
IT were better to keep ideas of baldneſs out of her 
fancy. | | 
Always carry it in thy mind, and act upon it, as a 
ſure maxim, Toby— 
ce That abomen are timid:“ And 'tis well they are— 
elſe there would be no dealing with them. 
Let not thy breeches be too tight, or hang too looſe 


about fy thighs, like the trunk-hoſe of our anceſtors. 


Juſt medium prevents all concluſions. 

Whatever thou haſt to ſay, be it more or leſs, forget 
not to utter it in a low ſoft tone of voice. Silence, and 
whatever approaches it, weaves dreams of midnight- 
ſecrecy into the brain: For this cauſe, if thou canſt help 
it, never throw down the tongs and poker. | 

Avoid all kinds of pleaſantry and facetiouſneſs in thy 
diſcourſe with her, and do whatever lies in thy power at 
the ſame time, to keep from her all books and writings 
which tend thereto. There are ſome devotional tracts, 
which, if thou canſt entice her to read over—it will be 
well: but ſutfer her not to look into Rabelais, or Scar- 
ron, or Don Quixote— 
They are all books which excite laughter; and 
thou knoweſt, dear Toby, that there is no paſſion ſo ſe- 
rious as luſt. 

Stick a pin in the boſom of thy ſhirt before thou en- 
tereſt her parlour. 
| And 
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And if thou art permitted to fit upon the ſame ſofa 
with her, and ſhe gives thee occaſion to lay thy hand up- 
on hers—beware of taking it. thou can'ſ not lay thy 
hand on hers, but ſhe will feel the temper of thine. Leave 
that, and as many other things as thou can'ſt, quite un- 
determined: by ſo doing, thou wilt have her curioſity 
on thy fide ; and if ſhe is not conquer'd by that, and thy 
Ass E continues ſtill kicking, which there is great rea- 


ſon to ſuppole— Thou mutt begin, with firſt loſing a 


few ounces of blood below the ears, according to the 
practice of the ancient Scythians, who cured the moſt 
intemperate fits of the appetite by that means. 

Avicenna, after this, is for having the part anointed 
with the ſyrup of hellebore, ufing proper evacuations and 
ge nth believe rightly. But thou muſt eat little 
or no goat's fleſh, nor red deer—nor even foal's fleſh by 
any means; and carefully abſtain—that is, as much as 
thou can'ſt, from peacocks, cranes, coots, didappers, 
and water-hens— | 

As for thy drink—T need not tell thee, it muſt be the 
infuſion of VERVAIN, and the HaNnta, of which ZElian 


relates ſuch effects but if thy ſtomach palls with it— 


diſcontinue it from time to time, taking cucumbers, 
melons, purſlane, water lilies, woodbine, and lettice, 
in the ſtead of them. | 
There is nothing farther for thee, which occurs to 
me at preſent | 
—Unleſs the breaking out of a freſh war—So wiſhing 


every thing, dear Toby, for the beſt, 
I reſt thy affectionate brother, 


WALTER SHANDY, 
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CHAN 


7HILST my father was writing his letter of inſtruc. 
tions, my uncle Toby and the corporal were bujy 
in preparing every thing for the attack. As the turn. 
ing of the thin ſcarlet breeches was laid aſide (at leaſt 
for the preſent) there was nothing which ſhould put itoff 
beyond the next morning; ſo accordingly it was reſoly'd 
upon for eleven o'clock. 

Come, my dear, ſaid my father to my mother—'twill 
be but like a brother and ſiſter, if you and I take a walk 
down. to my brother Toby's—to countenance him in this 
attack of his, FEE; 
My uncle Toby and the corporal had been accoutred 
both ſome time, when my father and mother enter'd, and 
the clock ſtriking eleven, were that moment in motion 
to ſally forth —but the account of this is worth more, 
than to be wove into the fag end of the eighth volume“ 
of ſuch a work as this. My father had no time but to 
put the letter of inſtructions into my uncle Toby's coat- 
pocket and join with my mother in wiſhing his attack 
proſperous, | | | 

I could like, ſaid my mother, to look through the key- 
hole out of curioſity Call it by its right name, my dear, 
quoth my tather— . 

And look through the key-hole as long as you will. 


* The eighth volume ended with this chapter in the 
former edition, | | 
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J Call all the powers of time and chance, which ſeve- 

rally check us in our careers in this world, to bear 
me witneſs, that I could never yet get fairly to my un- 
cle Toby's amours, till this very moment, that my mo- 
ther's curioſity, as the ſtated the affair,—or a different 


impulſe in her, as my father would have it——wiſhed her 


to take a peep at them through the key-hole. 

“Call it, my dear, by its right name, quoth my 
father, and look through the key-hole as long as you 
will.” | 

Nothing but the fermentation of that little ſubacid 


humour, which I have often ſpoken of, in my father's 


habit, could have vented ſuch an inſinuation—He was 
however frank and generous in his nature, and at all 
times open to conviction ; ſo that he had ſcarce got 
to the laſt word of this ungracious retort, when his con- 
ſcience ſmote him. | 
My mother was then conjugally ſwinging with he 
left arm twiſted under his right, in ſuch wiſe, that the 
inſide of her hand reſted upon the back of his——ſhe 
raiſed her fingers, and let them fall——it could ſcarce 
be call'd a tap; or if it was a tap——'twould have 
puzzled a caſuiſt to ſay, whether it was a tap of re- 
monſtrance, or a tap of confeſſion : my father, who was 
all ſenſibilities from head to toot, claſs'd it right—Con- 
ſcience redoubled her blow—he turned his face ſud- 
denly the other way; and my mother ſuppoſing his body 
was about to turn with it in order to move homewards, 
by a croſs movement of her right leg, keeping her 
left as its center, brought herſelf ſo far in front, that, 


as he turned his head, he met her eye Confuſion 


again! he ſaw a thouſand reaſons to wipe out the re- 


proach, and as many to reproach himſelf a thin, 
blue, 
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blue, chill, pellucid chryſtal, with all its humours ſo 
at reſt, the leaſt mote or ſpeck of deſire might have 
been teen at the bottom of it, had it exiſted it did 
not——and how I happen to be ſo lewd myſelf, par- 
ticularly a little betore the vernal and autumnal equi- 
noxes—Heaven above knows—My mother madam 
was 10 at no time, either by nature, by inftitution, 


or example. 
A temperate current of blood ran orderly through 
her veins in all months of the year, and in all critical 
moments both of the day and night alike : nor did ſhe 
ſuperinduce the leaſt heat into her humours from the 
manual efferveſcencies of devotional tracts, which hay- 
ing little or no meaning in them, nature is oft-times 
obliged to find one And as for my father's example 
*twas ſo far from being either aiding or abetting there- 
unto, that *twas the whole buſineſs of his lite to keep 
all fancies of that kind dut of her head—Nature had 
done her part, to have ſpared him this trouble; and 
what was not a little inconſiſtent, my father knew it— 
And here am I fitting, this zx2th day of Auguſt, 1766, 
in a purple jerkin and yellow pair of flippers, without 
either wig or cap on, a moſt tragicomical completion 
of his prediction, “„ That I ſhould neither think, 
nor act like any other man's child, upon that very 
„account. | 

The miſtake of my father, was in attacking my 
mother's motive, inſtead of the act itſelf; for certainly 
.key-holes were made for other purpoles ; and confider- 


ing the act, as an act which interfered with a true pro- 


. poſition, and denied a key-hole to be what it was 
it became a violation of nature; and was fo far, you 
- ſee, criminal, | 

It is for this reaſon, an' pleaſe your reverence, 
That key-holes are the occaſions of more fin and 
wickedneſs, than all other holes in this world put 
together. een 

Which leads me to my uncle Toby's amours. 
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CH AP. XXII. 


"HOUGH the corporal had been as good as his 
word in putting my uncle Toby's great ramillie- 
wig into pipes, yet the time was too ſhort to produce 
any great effects from it. It had lain many years 
ſqueezed up in the corner of his old campaign trunk; 
and as bad forms are not ſo eaſy to be got the better 
of, and the uſe of candle-ends not ſo well underſtood, 
it was not ſo pliable a buſineſs as one would have: 
wiſhed. The corporal, with cheary eye, and both arms 
extended, had fallen back perpendicular from it a {core 
times, to inſpire it, if poſſible, with a better air- 
Had ſpleen given a look at it, *twould have coſt her 
ladyſhip a ſmile——it curl'd every where but where 
the corporal would have it ; and where a buckle or two, 
in his opinion, would have done it honour, he could as 
ſoon have raiſed the dead. | Wait 
Such it was or rather ſuch would it have ſeem'd 
upon any other brow ; but the fweet look of goodneſs 


which ſat upon my uncle Toby's, aſſimulated every 


thing around it ſo ſovereignly to itſelf, and Nature had 
moreover wrote Gentleman with fo fair a hand in every 
line of his conntenance, that even his tarniſh'd gold- 
laced hat ar. huge cockade of flimſy taffeta became 
him; and though not worth a button in themſelves, 
yet the moment my uncle Toby put them on, they be- 
came ſerious objects, and altogether ſeem'd to have 
been picked up by the hand of Science to ſet him off 
to advantage. 1 TS 

Nothing in this world could have co-operated more 
powerfully towards this, than my uncle Toby's blue 
and gold hd not Quantity in ſome meaſure been neceſ- 
ſory to Grace. In a period of fifteen or ſixteen years 


ince they had been made, by a total activity in my 


uncle 
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uncle Toby's life, for he ſeldom went farther than the 
bowling-green—his blue and gold had become ſo miſe. 
rably too ſtrait for him, that it was with the utmoſ 
difficulty the corporal was able to get him into them : 
the taking up at the ſleeves was of no advantage.— 
They were laced however down the back, and at the 
ſeams of the ſides, &c. in the mode of King William's 
reign; and to ſhorten all deſcription, they ſhone ſo 
bright againſt the ſun that morning, and had ſo meta]. 
lick and doughty an air with them, that had my uncle 
Toby thought of attacking in armour, nothing could 
have ſo well impoſed upon his imagination. 

As for the thin ſcarlet breeches, they had been un- 
ripp'd by the tailor between the legs, and left at fixes 
and ſeven — | 
es, Madam—but let us govern our fancies, 
It is enough they were held impracticable the night 
before; and as there was no alternative in my uncle 
Toby's wardrobe, he fallied forth in the red pluſh. 
The corporal had array'd himſelf in poor Le Fevre's 
regimental coat ; and with his hair tuck'd up under 
his Montero-cap, which he had furbiſh'd up for the 
occaſion, march'd three paces diſtant from his matter : 
2 whiff of military pride had puif *d out his ſhirt at 
the wriſt ! and upon that, in a black leather thong 
clipp'd into a taſſel beyond the knot, hung the corporal's 
ftick—My uncle Toby carried his cane like a pike. 
lt Icoks well at leaſt! quoth my father te 
himſelf. : | f 
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CH AP. XXIII. 


M* uncle Toby turn'd his head more than once 
1 behind him, to ſes how he was ſupported by the 
corporal ; and the corporal, as oft as he did it, gave a 
flight flouriſh with his ſtick——but not vapouringly; 
and with the ſweeteſt accent of moſt reſpectful encou- 
ragement, bid his honour * never fear.“ 


Now my uncle Toby did fear, and grievouſſy too. 
He knew not (as my father had reproach'd him) fo + 
much as the right end of a woman from the wrong, 


and therefore was never altogether at his eaſe near any 
one of them—unieſs in ſorrow or diſtreſs ; then in- 
finite was his pity: Nor would the moſt courteous 
knight of romance have gone farther, at leaſt upon one 
leg, to have wiped away a tear from a woman's eye; 
and yet, excepting once that he was begviled into at 
by Mrs. Wadman, he had never look'd ſtedfaſtly into 
one; and would often tell my father, in the ſimplicity of 
his heart, that it was almoſt (if not about) as bad as 
talking bawdy. | 
And ſuppoſe it is? my father would ſay. 
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CH AP. XXIV. 


SHE cannot, quoth my uncle Toby, halting, when 

they had march'd up to within twenty paces of 
Mrs. Wadman's door—ſhe cannot, corporal, take it 
amis | 
| She will take it, an' pleaſe your honour, ſaid 
the corporal, juſt as the Jew's widow at Liſbon took it 
of my brother Tom—— 1 

And how was that? quoth my uncle Toby, facing 
quite about to the corporal. 

Your honour, replied the corporal, knows of Tom's 
misfortunes ; but this affair has nothing to do with 
them, any farther than this, That if Tom had not 
married the widow——or had it pleaſed God, after 
their marriage, that they had but put pork into their 
ſauſages, the honeſt ſoul had never been taken out of | 
his warm bed, and dragg'd to the inquiſition. "Tis 
a curſed place——added the corporai, ſhaking his 


head——when once a poor creature is in, he is in, an' 
pleaſe your honour, for ever. . 

TDis very true, ſaid my uncle Toby, looking gravely At 
at Mrs. Wadman's houſe as he ſpoke. ROE 
Nothing, continued the corporal, can be ſo ſad as N 
confinement for life —or ſo ſweet, an' pleaſe your hon- and 
our, as liberty. nd 1 
Nothing, Trim——ſaid my uncle Toby, muſing 2 8 
7 


Whilſt a man is free—cried the corpotal, giving a 
flouriſh with his ſtick thus _ b ___ 
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A thouſand of my father's moſt ſubtle ſyllogiſms could 
not have ſaid more for celibacy. 

My uncle Toby look'd earneſtly towards his cottage 
and his bowling-green. | | 

The corporal had unwarily conjured up the Spirit 
of calculation with his wand; and he had nothing to 
do, but to conjure him down again with his ſtory, 
and in this form of Exorciſm, moſt uneccleſiaſtically 
did the corporal do it. | ns 
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CHA P. XXV. 


As Tom's place, an' pleaſe your honour, was 
4 eaſy— and the weather warm it put him 
upon thinking —_—_— of ſettling himſelf in the world; 

that time, that a Jew, who kept 
a ſauſage ſhop in the ſame ſtreet, had the ill luck to 
die of a ſtrangury, and leave his widow in poſſeſſion 
of a rouſing trade——Tom thought (as every body in 
Liſbon was doing the beſt he could deviſe for himſelf) 
there could he no harm in offering her his ſervice to carry 
it on: ſo without any introduction to the widow, except 
that of buying a pound of ſauſages at her ſhop—Tom 
ſet out—counting the matter thus within himſelf as he 
walk'd along ; that let the worſt come of it that could, 
he ſhould at leaſt get a pound of ſauſages for their 
worth—but if things went well, he ſhould be ſet up; 
inaſmuch as he ſhould get not only a pound of ſau- 
ſages but a wife——and a ſauſage ſhop, an' pleaſe 
your honour, into the bargain. 

Every ſervant in the family, from high to low, wiſh'd 
Tom ſucceſs: and I can fancy, an' pleaſe your honour, 
I fee him this moment with his white dimity waiſtcoat 
and breeches, and hat a little o' one fide, paſſing jollily 
along the ſtreet, ſwinging his ſtick, with a ſmile and a 
cheerful word for every body he met. But alas! 
Tom! thou ſmileſt no more, cried the corporal, look- 
ing on one ſide of him upon the ground, as if he apo- 
ſtrophized him in his dungeon. | 

Poor fellow ! ſaid my uncle Toby, feelin gly. 

He was an honeſt, light-hearted lad, an' pleaſe your 
honour, as ever blood warm'd | 

— Then he reſembled thee, Trim, ſaid my uncle 
Toby, rapidly. 


The 
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The corporal bluſh'd down to his fingers ends—a 
tear of ſentimental baſhfvlneſs another of gratitude 
to my uncle 'Toby——and a tear of ſorrow for his bro- 
ther's misfortunes, ſtarted into his eye, and ran ſweetly 
down his cheek together. My uncle Toby's kindled 
as one lamp does at another; and taking hold of the 
breaſt of Trim's coat (which had been that of Le 
Fevre's) as if to eaſe his lame leg, but in reality to 
gratity a finer feeling—he ſtood filent for a minute and 
a half; at the end of which he took his hand away, 
and the corporal making a bow, went on with his ſtory 
of his brother and the Jew's widow. 
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CH AP. XXVI. 


WHEN Tom, an' pleaſe your honour, got to the 
ſhop, there was nobody in it, but a poor negro 
girl, with a bunch of white feathers ſlightly tied to the 
end of a long cane, flapping away flies—not Killing 
them Tis a pretty picture! ſaid my uncle Toby 
She had ſuffered perſecution, Trim, and had learnt 
mercy 5 
She was good, an' pleaſe your honour, from na- 
ture as well as from hardſhips; and there are circum- 
ſtances in the ſtory of that poor friendleſs ſlut that 
would melt a heart of ſtone, ſaid Trim; and ſome dis- 
mal winter's evening, when your honour 1s in the 
humour, they ſhall be told you with the reſt of Tom's 
ſtory, for it makes a part of it 
Then do not forget, Trim, faid my uncle Toby. 
A Negro has a foul! an' pleaſe your honour, {aid 
the corporal (doubtingly). | 
I am not much verſed, corporal, quoth my uncle 
Toby, in things of that kind; but I ſuppoſe God 
would not leave him without one, any more than thee 
or MEe—— _ "A | | 
It would be putting one ſadly over the head of 
another, quoth the corporal. 
It would fo, faid my uncle Toby. Why then, an 
pleaſe your honour, is a black wench to be uſed woric 
than a white one ? | 
I can give no reaſon, ſaid my uncle Toby 
——— Only, cried the corporal, ſhaking his head, be- 
cauſe ſhe has no one to ſtand up for her 
"Tis that very thing, Trim, quoth my uncle 
Toby——which recommends her to protect ion — and 
her brethren with her. Tis the fortune of war which 


has put the whip into our hands z9w——where it mia) 
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be hereafter, heaven knows !—but be it where it will, 


the brave, Trim, will not uſe it unkindly. 

cd forbid, ſaid the corporal. 

Amen, reſponded my uncle 'Toby, laying his hand 
upon his heart. 

The corporal returned to his ſtory, and went on 
but with an embarraſſment in doing it, which here and 
there a reader in this world will not be able to compre- 
hend; for by the many ſudden tranſitions all along, 
from one kind and cordial paſſion to another, in getting 
thus far on his way, he had loſt the ſportable key of 
his voice which gave ſenſe and ſpirit to his tale: he at- 
tempted twice to reſume it, but could not pleaſe him- 
ſelf ; ſo giving a ſtout hem ! to rally back the retreat- 
ing ſpirits, and aiding Nature at the ſame time with 
his lett arm a-kimbo on one fide, and with his right a 
little extended, ſupporting her on the other the 
corporal got as near the note as he eould; and in that 
attitude continued his ſtory. _ | 
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CHAP. XXVII. 


A® Tom, an' pleaſe your honour, had no buſineſs at 


that time with the Mooriſh girl, he paſſed on into 


the room beyond to talk to the Jew's widow about Jove 
—and his pound of ſauſages; and being, as I have told 
your honour, an open, cherry-hearted lad, with his 
character wrote in his looks and carriage, he took a 
chair, and without much apology, but with great civi- 


lity at the ſame time, placed it cloſe to her at the table, 
and ſat down. 


There is nothing ſo awkward as courting a woman, 


an pleaſe your honour, whilſt ſhe is making ſauſages 
So Tom began a diſcourſe upon them; firſt gravely— 
% as how they are made—with what meats, Kors and 
5 ſpices Then a little gayly as, With what ſkins 
% —andit they never burſt—Whether the largeſt were 
6 not the beit ?* and ſo on taking care only as 
he went along, to ſeaſon what he had to ſay upon ſau- 
ſages rather under than over ;—that he might have 
room to act in | | 


It was owing do the negle& of that very precaution, 


ſaid my uncle Toby, laying his hand upon Frim's 
ſhoulder, That Count de la Motte loſt the battle of 
Wynendale : he preſſed too ſpeedily into the wood; which 
if he had not done, Liſle had not fallen into our hands, 
nor Ghent and Bruges, which both followed her exam- 
ple. It was ſo late in the year, continued my uncle To- 
by, and ſo terrible a ſeaſon came on, that if things had 
not fallen out as they did, our troops muſt have periſh- 
ed in the open field. 

Why, therefore, may not battles, an' pleaſe your 
honour, as well as marriages, be made in heaven 


My uncle Toby muſed.— 


Religion 


U 
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Religion inclined him to ſay one thing, and his high | 


idea of military {kill tempted him to ſay another; ſo not 

being able to frame a reply exactly to his mind—my un- 

= eau ſaid nothing at all; and the corporal finiſhed 
is ſtory. 

As Tom perceiv'd, an' pleaſe your honour, that he 
gained ground, and that all he had ſaid upon the ſubject 
of ſauſages was kindly taken, he went on to help her 
a little in making them. Firſt, by taking hold of the 
ring of the ſauſage whilſt ſhe ſtroked the forced meat 
down with her hand—then by cutting the ſtrings mto 
te lengths, and holding them in his hand, whalſt 

e took them out one by one then, by putting them 
acroſs her mouth, that ſhe might take them out as ſhe 
wanted them and ſo on from little to more, till at 
laſt he adventured to tie the ſauſage himſelf, whilſt ſhe 
held the ſnout. J 
Now a widow, an' pleaſe your honour, always 
chuſes a ſecond huſband as unlike the firſt as ſhe can: ſo 
the affair was more than half ſettled in her mind before 
Tom mentioned it. | 
She made a feint however of defending herſelf, by 
ſnatching up a ſauſage :>—Tom inſtantly laid hold of 
another 

But ſeeing Tom's had more griſtle in i. 

She ſigned the capitulation—and Tom ſealed it ; and 
there was an end of the matter. 
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CH AP. XXVIII. 


A LL womankind, continued Trim, (commenting up- 
on his ſtory,) from the higheſt to the loweſt, an 
pleaſe your honour, love jokes ; the difficulty is to know 
ow they chuſe to have them cut; and there is no know- 
ing that, but by trying as we do with our artillery in 
the field, by railing or letting down their breeches till 
we hit the mark. | 
El like the compariſon, ſaid my uncle Toby, better 
than the thing itlelt- | 

— Becauſe your honour, quoth the corporal, loves 
glory more than pleaſure, 

J hope, Trim, anſwered my uncle Toby, I love man- 
kind more than either; and as the knowledge of arms 
tends ſo apparently to the good and quiet of the world 
and particularly that branch of it which we have practiſed 
together in our bowling- green, has no object but to ſhorten 
the ſtrides of AMBITION, and intrench the lives and 
fortunes of the few from the plunderings of the many— 
wheneyer. that drum beats in our ear, I truſt, corporal, 
we ſhall neither of us want fo much humanity and fel- 
low- feeling as to face about and march, | 

In pronouncing this, my uncle Toby faced about, and 
march'd firmly as at the head of his company—and the 


faithful corporal, ſhouldering his ſtick, and ſtriking his 


hand upon his coat-ſkjrt as he took his firſt ſtep 
merch behind him down the avenue. 

Now what can their two noddles be about? cried 
my father to my mother by all that's ſtrange, they are 
beſieging Mrs. Wadman in form, and are marching 
round her houſe to mark out the lines of circumvallat ion. 

I dare ſay, quoth my mother—But ſtop, dear Sir 
for what my mother dared to ſay upon the — 

| what 
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what my father did fay upon it—with her replies and his 
rejoinders, ſhall be read, peruſed, paraphraſed, com- 
mented and deſcanted upon—or to ſay it all in a word, 


ſhall be thumb'd over by Poſterity in a chapter apart 


T fay, by Poſterity—and care not, if I repeat the word 
again—for what has this book done more than the Le- 
gation of Moſes, or the Tale of a Tub, that it niay not 
ſwim down the gutter of Time along withthem ? 

I will not argue the matter: Time waſtcs too faſt ; 
every letter I trace tells me with what rapidity Lite fol- 
lows my pen: the days and hours of it, more precious, 
my dear Jenny! than the rubies about thy neck, are 
flying over our heads like light clouds of a windy day, 
never to return more very thing preſſes on—whullt thou 
art twiſting that lock - feel it grows grey; and every time 
I kiſs thy hand to bid adieu, and every abſence which 
follows it, are preludes to that eternal ſeparation which 
we are ſhortly to make. 3 hy 
—— Heaven have mercy upon us both! 
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C'H AP. XXX. 


TOW, for what the world thinks of that ejaculation 
——l would not give a groat. 


CHAP. XXX. 


M* mother had gone with her left arm twiſted in my 
father's right, till they had got over the fatal angle 

of the old garden wall, where Doctor Slop was overthrown 
by Obadiah on the coach horſe: as this was directly op- 
polite to the front of Mrs. Wadman's houſe, when my 
father came to it, he gave a look acroſs; and ſeeing my 
uncle Toby and the corporal within ten paces of the door, 
he turn'd about Let us juſt ſtop a moment, quoth 
te my father, and ſee with what ceremonies my brother 
« Toby and his man Trim make their firſt entry it 
« will not detain us, added my father, a ſingle minute.“ 
— No matter, if it be ten minutes, quoth my mother. 
It will not detain us half a one, ſaid my father. 

The corporal was juſt then ſetting in with the ſtory 
of his brother Tom and the Jew's widow : the ſtory 
went on—and on—it had epiſodes in it—it came back, 
and went on—and on again; there was no end of it— 
the reader found it very long HS 

help my father! he piſh'd fifty times at every 
new attitude; and gave the corporal's ſtick, with all its 
flouriſhings and danglings, to as many devils as choſe to 
accept of them. 

When iſſues of events like theſe my father is waiting 
fer, are hanging in the ſcales of fate, the mind has we 

| 2 adyantage 
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advantage of changing the principle of expectation three 
times, without which it would not have power to ſee it 
out. | 

Curioſity governs the fir/# moment; and the ſecond 
moment is all ceconomy to juſtify the expence of the firſt 
and for the third, fourth, fifth, and ſixth moments, 
and fo on to the day of judgment tis a point of Honour. 

I need not be told, that the ethic writers have aſſigned 
this all to Patience; but that VIRTUE, methinks, has 
extent of dominion ſufficient of her own, and enough to 


do in it, without invading the few diſmantled caſtles 


which Honour has left him upon the earth. 

My father ſtood it out as well as he could with theſe 
three auxiliaries, to the end of Trim's ſtory ; and from 
thence to the end of my uncle Toby's panegyrick upon 
arms in the chapter following it; when ſeeing, that, in- 
ſtead of marching up to Mrs. Wadman's door, they 
both faced about, and marched down the avenue diame- 
trically oppoſite to his expectation he broke out at once 
with that little ſubacid ſoreneſs of humour, which, in 
certain ſituations, diſtinguiſhed his character from that: 
of all other men, 
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CHAT. AI. 
— MOW what can their two noddles be about ?” 
cried my father - - &c. - - - - : | 
I dare ſay, ſaid my mother, they are making forti- 
fications 
: Not on Mrs. Wadman's premiſes, cried my fa- 
ther, ſtepping back 

I ſuppole not, quoth my mother. 
I with, ſaid my father, raiting his voice, the whole 
ſcience of fortification at the devil, with all its trumpery 
of ſaps, mines, blinds, gabions, fauſſe-brays and cu- 
vetts— 


They are fooliſh things—ſaid my mother, 

Now ſhe had a way, which, by-the-bye, I would 
this moment give away my purple jerkin, and my yel- 
low ſlippers into the bargain, if ſome of your reverences 
would imitate——and that was never to refuſe her aſ- 
| ſent and conſent to any propoſition my father laid be- 
fore her, merely becauſe ſhe did not underſtand it, or 
had no ideas of the principal word, or term of art, upon 
which the tenet or propoſition rolled. She contented 
herſelf with doing all that her godiathers and godmo- 
thers promiſed for her—but no more; and ſo would go 
on uſing a hard word twenty years together — and re- 
plying to it too, if it was a verb, in all its moods and 
tenſes, without giving herſelf any trouble to enquire 
about it. 1 
This was an eternal ſource of miſery to my father, 
and broke the neck, at the firſt ſetting . out, of more 
good dialogues between them, than could have done the 
moſt petulant contradiction— the few which ſurvived 
were the better for the cuwetts— 

They are fooliſh things, ſaid my mother, 

—Particularly the cuvetts, replied my father. 

Twas enough—he taſted the tweet of triumph, and 
went on. 
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— Not that they are, properly ſpeaking, Mrs. Wad- 
man's premiſes, {aid my father, partly correcting himſelf 
—hecaule ſhe is but tenant for lite 

— That makes a great difference—ſaid my mother 

& 27? In a fool's head, replied my father— 

Unleſs ſhe ſhould happen to have a child—ſaid-my 
rti- MW mother | 
But ſhe muſt perſuade my brother Toby firſt to 
fa · get her one 

—To be ſure, Mr. Shandy, quoth my mother. 

— Though, if it comes to perſuaſion—ſaid my father 

hole Lord have mercy upon them. 


pery Amen: ſaid my mother, piano. 
cu- Amen: cried my father, Fortiſſimè. 


Amen: ſaid my mother again — but with ſuch a 
ſighing cadence of perſonal pity at the end of it, as diſ- 
ould © comfitted every fibre about my father He inſtantly took 
yel- ¶ out his almanack; but before he could untie it, Vorick's 
nces © congregation coming out of church, became a full an- 
aſ- fw er to one half of his buſineſs with it—and my mother 
be- telling him it was a ſacrament day—left him as little in 
» or doubt as to the other part—He put his almanack into 
pon I his pocket. We: | 
nted The firſt Lord of the Treaſury, thinking of aways and 
mo- #2475, could not have returned home with a more em- 
4 go barraſſed look. 
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CHA . 


TJFON looking back from the end of the laſt chapter, 
and ſurveying the texture of what has been wrote, 
it is neceſſary, that upon this page, and the five follow. 
ing, a good quantity of heterogeneous matter be inſert- 
ed, to keep up that juſt balance betwixt wiſdom and 
folly, without which a book would not hold together a 
ſingle year: nor is it a poor creeping digreſſion (which, 
but for the name of, a man might continue as well going 
on in the king's highway) which will do the buſineſs— 
no; if it is to be a digreſſion, it muſt be a good friſky 
one, and upon a friſky ſubje& too, where neither the 
horſe or his rider are to be caught, but by rebound. 
The only difficulty, is raiſing powers ſuitable to the 
nature of the ſervice : FANCY is capricious WI muſt 
not be ſearched for—and PLEASANTRY (good-natured 
ſlut as ſhe is) will not come in at a call, was an empire 
to be laid at her feet. 
he beſt way for a man, is to ſay his prayers 
Only if it puts him in mind of his infirmities and de- 
fefts, as well ghoſtly as bodily—for that purpoſe, he 
will find himſelf rather worſe after he has ſaid them than 
before—for other purpoſes, better. 


For my own part, there is not a way, either moral or 


mechanical, under heaven, that I could think of, which [ 
have not taken with myſelf in this caſe: ſometimes by 
addreſſing myſelf directly to the foul herſelf, and urging 
the point over and over again with her upon the extent 
of her own faculties— | 5 

II never could make them an inch the wider 

Then by changing my ſyſtem, and trying what could 
be made of it upon the body, by temperance, ſoberneſs 
and chaſtity : Theſe are good, quoth I, in themſelves— 
they are good, abſolutely they are good, relatively; 

Etthey 
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they are good for health—they are good for happineſs in 
this world—they are good for happineſs in the next— 
In ſhort, they were good for every thing but the thing 
wanted ; and there they were good for nothing, but to 
leave the ſoul juſt as heaven made it. As for the theolo- 
gical virtues of faith and hope, they give it courage; 
but then that ſniveling virtue of meckneſs (as my father 


would always call it) takes it quite away again, fo you 


are exactly where you ſtarted. 

Now in all common and ordinary caſes, there is no- 
thing which I have found to anſwer ſo well as this 

—Certainly, if there is any dependence upon logic, 
and that Jam not blinded by ſelf- love, there muſt be 
ſomething of true genius about me, merely upon this 
ſymptom of it, that I do not know what envy is: for 
never do J hit upon any invention or device which tend- 
eth to the furtherance of good writing, but I inſtantly 
make it public; willing that all mankind ſhould write 
as well as myſelf. 

— Which they certainly will, when they think as little, 
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CHAP. . 


MowW in ordinary caſes, that is, when I am only 
ſtupid, and hu thoughts rite heavily, and pals 
grumous through my pen— _ 
Or that I am got, T know not how, into a cold un- 
metaphorical vein of infamous writing, and cannot take 
a plumb-litt out of it for my ſoul; ſo muſt be obliged to 
go on writing like a Dutch commentator to the end of 
the chapter, unleſs ſomething be done— 

I never ſtand conferring with pen and ink one mo- 
ment; for if a pinchof ſnuff, or a ſtride or two acrols the 
room, will not do the buſineſs for mel take a razor at 
once; and having tried the edge of it upon the palm of 
my hand, without farther ceremony, except that of firſt 
lathering my beard, I ſhave it off; taking care only, if I 
do leave a hair, that it be not a grey one: This done, 
I change my ſhirt—put on a-better coat—ſend for my laſt 
wig—put my topaz ring upon my finger; and, in a word, 
dreſs myſelf from one end to the other of me, after my 
beſt faſhion. * | 

Now the devil in hell muſt bein it, if this does not do: 
For conſider, Sir, as every man chuſes to be preſent at 
the ſhaving of his own beard (though there 1s no rule 
without an exception) and unavoidably fits over againſt 
himſelf the whole time it is doing, in caſe he has a hand 
in it—the Situation, like all others, has notions of her 
own to put into the brain. 

I maintain it, the conceits of a rough-bearded man, 
are ſeven years more terſe and juvenile for one ſingle ope- 
ration; and it they did not run a ritk of being quite 
ſhaved away, might be carried up by continual ſhavings, 
to the highelt pitch of ſublimity How Homer could 
write with ſo long a beard, I don't know and as it 

| makes 


= 


a , 
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makes againſt my hypotheſis, I as little care—But let 
us return to the Toilet. | 
Ludovicus Sorbonenſis makes this entirely an affair of 
the body (sZwlepimen mpatis) as he calls it——but he is 
deceived : the foul and body are joint ſharers in every 
thing they get : A man cannot dreſs, but his ideas get 
cloth'd at the ſame time; and if he dreſſes like a gen- 
tleman, every one of them ſtands preſented to his imagi- 
nation, genteelized along with him—ſo that he has no- 
thing to do, but take his pen, and write like himſelf. 
For this cauſe, when your honours and reverences 
would know whether I writ clean and fit to be read, you 
will be able to judge full as well by looking into my 
Laundreſs's bill as my book: there was one ſingle month 
in which I can make it appear, that I dirtied one-and- 
thirty ſhirts with clean writing ; and after all, was more 
abus d, curs'd, criticis'd and confounded, and had more 
myſtic heads ſhaken at me, for what I had wrote in that 
one month, than all the other months of that year put 
together. | | | 
But their honours and reverences had not ſeen my 


bills, 


63 THE LIFE OF TRISTRAM SHANDY. 


CHA P.' XXXIV. 


AS I never had any intention of beginning the Di- 

greſſion, I am making all this preparation for, till 
I come to the thirty- fifth chapter I have this chap- 
ter to put to whatever uſe I think proper I have 
twenty this moment ready for it 
chapter of Button-holes in it 


Or my chapter of Piſhes, which ſhould follow 


them 


Or my chapter of Knots, in caſe their reverences 


have done with them They might lead me into miſ- 


chief. The ſafeſt way is to follow the track of the 
learned, and raiſe Arie Prat againſt what I have been 
writing; tho* I declare beforehand, I know no more 
than my heels how to anſwer them. 

And firſt, it may be ſaid, there is a pelting kind of 
ther/aical ſatire, as black as the very ink tis wrote 
with (and, by-the-bye, whoever ſays fo, is indebted 
to the muſter-maſter general of the Grecian army, for 
ſuffering the name of ſo ugly and foul-mouth'd a 
man as Therſites to continue upon his roll——tfor it 
has furniſhed him with an epithet) in theſe produc- 
tions he will urge, all the perſonal waſhings and 
ſcrubbings upon earth do a ſinking genuis no ſort of 
good but juſt the contrary, inaſmuch as the dir- 
tier the fellow is, the better generally he ſucceeds 
in it. | _ | 

To:this I have no other anſwer at leaſt ready 
but that the Archbiſhop of Benevento wrote his naſty 
Romance of the Galatea, as all the world knows, in a 
purple coat, waiſtcoat, and purple pair of breeches ; 
and that the penance ſet him of writing a commentary 
upon the book of the Revelations, as ſevere as Sb 8 


I could write my 
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look'd upon by one part of the world, was far from 
being deem'd ſo by the other, upon the ſingle account 
of that Inveſtment. 

Another objection to all this remedy, is its want of 
univerſality : foraſmuch as the ſhaving part of it, upon 
which ſo much ſtreſs is laid, by an unalterable [4m 
of nature, excludes one half of the ſpecies entirely 
from its uſe ; all I can ſay is, that female writers, 
whether of England or of France, muſt e'en go 
without it | | 

As for the Spaniſh ladies——I am in no ſort of 
diſtreſs | 


CH AP. XXXV. 


HE thirty-fifth chapter is come at laſt ; and brings 
=» nothing with it but a ſad ſignature of How our 
pleaſures wy from under us in this world!“ 

For in talking of my Digreſſion I declare before 
heaven I have made it! What a ſtrange creature is 
mortal man ! ſaid ſhe. | 

*Tis very true, ſaid I but *twere better to get 
all theſe things out of our heads, and return to my 
uncle Toby. | 


CHA F. 
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HEN my uncle Toby and the corporal had 
marched down to the bottom of the avenue, they 
recollected their buſineſs lay the other way; ſo they 
faced about, and marched up ſtraight to Mrs. Wad- 
man's door. | 
I warrant your honour, ſaid the corporal, touching 
his Montero-cap with his hand, as he paſſed him, in 
order to give a knock at the door—My uncle Toby, 
contrary to his invariable way of treating his faithful 
ſervant, faid nothing good or bad : The truth was, he 
had not altogether marſhal'd his ideas: he wiſh'd for 
another conference, and as the corporal was mounting 
up three ſteps before the door he hemm'd twice 
A portion of my uncle Toby's moſt modeſt ſpirits fled, 
at each expulſion, towards the corporal : he ſtood with 
the rapper of the door ſuſpended for a full minute in 
his hand, he ſcarce knew why. Bridget ſtood perdue 
within, with her finger and her thumb upon the latch, 
henumb'd with expectation ;3 and Mrs. Wadman, with 
an eye ready to be deflowered again, ſat breathleſs be- 
hind the window-curtain of her bed-chamber, watch- 
ing their approach, - | 
Trim! ſaid my uncle Toby but as he articulated 
the word, the minute expired, and Trim let fall the 


rapper. 


My uncle Toby perceiving that all hopes of a con- 


ference were knock'd on the head by it——whiſtled 
Lilla-bullero. « | Up 


CHAP. 
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CHAP. XXXVIII 


As Mrs. Bridget's finger and thumb were upon the 


latch, the corporal did not knock as oft as per- 


chance your honour's tailor—I might have taken my 


example ſomething nearer home; for I owe mine ſome 
five-and-twenty pounds at leaſt, and wonder at the man's 
patience—— , 

But this is nothing at all to the world: only 'tis 
a curſed thing to be in debt: and there ſeems to be a 
fatality in the exchequers of ſome poor princes, par- 
ticularly. thoſe of our houſe, which no ceconomy can 
bind down in irons. For my own part, I'm perſuaded 
there is not any one prince, prelate, pope, or potentate, 
great or ſmall, upon earth, more defirous in his heart 
with keeping ſtraight with the world than I amor 
who takes more likely means for it. I never give above 


half a guinea——or walk with boots—or cheapen 


tooth-picks—or 2 out a ſhilling upon a band- box the 
year round; and for the ſix months I'm in the country, 
I'm upon ſo {mall a ſcale, that, with all the good temper 
in the world, I outdo Rouſſcau, a bar length—for I 
keep neither man or boy, or horſe, or cow, or dog, or 
cat, or any thing that can eat or drink, except a thin 
poor piece of a Veſtal (to keep my fire in,) and who 
has generally as bad an appetite as myſel]/——But if 


you think this makes a philoſopher of me——T wouid 
not, my good people! give a ruſh for your judgments. 


True philotophy—But there is no treating the ſub- 
je& whilit my uncle is whiſtling Lilla-builero, 
m——Let us go into the houle, 


CHAP. 
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HA. XXXVIII. 
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CHAP. XXXIX, 
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CHAP. XL 
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You ſhall ſee the very place, Madam, ſaid my 
uncle Toby. | 


Mrs. Wadman bluſh'd look'd towards the door— 
turn'd pale bluſh'd lightly again——recovered her 
natural colour bluſh'd worſe than ever; which, for 
the ſake of the unlearned reader, I tranſlate thus 


& Ld! I cannot look at i. 
&« What would the world ſay if I loo'd at it? 
& TI fhould drop down, if I look'd at it. | 
& T aviſh I could look at it 
« There can be no ſin in looking at it. 
I will look at it.“ 


Whilſt all this was running through Mrs. Wadman's 
imagination, my uncle Toby had riſen from the ſofa, 
and got to the other fide of the parlour door, to give 
Trim an order about it in the paſſage— 


_ os oe % ‚ ] 0% m . 


I believe it is in the garret, ſaid myuncle Toby I ſaw 
it there, an' pleaſe your honour, this morning, anſwered 


Trim 
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Trim—Then prithee ſtep direGily for it, Trim, ſaid 
my uncle Toby, and bring it into the parlour. | 


The corporal did not approve of the orders, but moſt 
cheerfully ohey*'d them. The firſt was not an act of 
his will The ſecond was; ſo he put on his Monte ro- 
cap, and went as faſt as his lame knee would let him. 
My uncle Toby returned into the parlour, and fat him- 
ſelf down again vpon the ſofa. 


ou ſhall lay your finger upon the place—ſaid 
my uncle Toby. IE will not touch it, however, quoth 


Mrs. Wadman to herſelf. 


This requires a ſecond tranſlation : it ſhews what 
little knowledge is got by mere words -e mult go 
up to the firſt ſprings. 


Now in order to clear up the miſt which hangs upon 
theſe three pages, I muſt endeavour to be as clear as poſ- 
ible myſelt. 


Rub your hands thrice: acroſs your forcheads—blow 
your noſes——cleanie your. emun&ories—ſneeze, my 
good people God bleſs you | 


Now give me all the help you can. 
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CHAP. XLI. 


AS there are fifty different ends (counting all ends in 

—as well civil as religious) for which a woman 
takes a huſband, ſhe firſt ſets about and carefully weighs, 
then ſeparates and diſtinguiſhes in her mind, which of 
all that number of ends is hers : then, by diſcourſe, 
enquiry, argumentation, and inference, ſhe inveſtigates 
and finds out whether ſhe has got hold of the right one 
—and if ſhe has——then, by pulling it gently this way 
and that way, ſhe farther forms a judgement, whether it 
will not break in the drawing, 


The imagery under which Slawkenbergius impreſſes 
this upon his reader's fancy, in the beginning of his third 
Decad, is ſo ludicrous, that the honour I bear the ſex 
will not ſuffer me to quote it—otherwiſe *tis not deſtitute 
of humour, 


te She firſt, ſaith Slawkenbergius, ſtops the aſſe, and 
holding his halter in her left hand (leſt he ſhould get 
away) ſhe thruſts her right hand into the very bottom of 
his pannier to ſearch for it—PFor what ?—>—You'll not 
know the ſooner, quoth Slawkenbergius, for interrupt+ 
ing me | 


& J have nothin ood Lady, but em bottles?“ 
ſays the aſſe. . 1 * 


« T am loaded with tripes,” ſays the ſecond. 


And thou art little better, quoth ſhe to the third; 
for nothing is there in thy panniers but trunk-hoſe and 
pantofles—and ſo to the fourth and fifth, going on one by 

one 
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one through the whole ſtring, till coming to the aſſe 
which carries it, ſhe turns the pannier upſide down, looks 
at it—conſiders it—ſamples it—meajures it—ſtretches 
it—wets it——dries it——then takes her teeth both 
to the warp and weft of it—— 


Of what? for the love of Chriſt! FI 


J am determined, anſwered Slawkenbergius, that all 
the powers upon earth ſhall never wring that ſecret from 
my breaſt, | | 5 


G 3 CHAP, 
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-CHAP. XLII. 


WE live in a world beſet on all ſides with myſteries 
and riddles— and fo *tis no matter—elſe it ſeems 
ſtrange, that Nature, who makes every thing ſo well to 
anſwer its deſtination, and ſeldom or never errs, unleſs 
for paſtime, if giving ſuch forms and aptitudes to what- 
ever paſſes through her hands, that, whether ſhe deſigns 
for the plough, the caravan, the cart—or whatever other 
creature ſhe models, be it but an aſſe's foal, you are ſure 
to have the thing you wanted; and yet at the ſame time 
ſhould ſo eternally bungle it as ſhe does, in making to 
imple a thing as a married man. 


Whether it is in the choice of the clay or that it 


is frequently ſpoiled in the baking, by an exceſs of 
which a huſband may turn out too cruſty (you know) on 
one hand—or not enough ſo, through defect of heat, on 
the other ——or whether this great Artificer is not ſo at- 
tentive to the little Platonic exigencies of that part of 
the ſpecies for whoſe uſe ſhe is fabricating h;5—or that 
her Ladyſhip ſometimes ſcarce knows what ſort of a 
huſband will do -I know not: we will diſcourſe about 
it after ſupper. 5 Ky. 


It is enough, that neither the obſervation itſelf, or 
the reaſoning upon it, are at all to the purpoſe—but 
rather againſt it; ſince, with regard to my uncle Toby's 
fitneſs for the marriage ſtate, nothing was ever better: 
ſhe had formed him ot the beſt and kindlieſt clay had 
temper'd it with her own milk, and breathed into it the 
ſweeteſt {pirit—ſhe had made him all gentle, generous 
and humanc the had fill'd his heart with truſt and 


confidence, and diſpoſed every paſſage which led to it 
for the communication of the tendereſt offices——ſhe had 
EN oe 1 moreover 
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moreover conſidered the other cauſes for which matri- 

mony was ordained | 
And accordingly - # 

* = + . - * 1 * * * - * 

JJV . 

The donation was not defeated 

wound, f 


„ % „„ # @. @& © 
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* 
by my uncle Toby's 


Now this laſt article was ſomewhat apocryphal ; and 
the devil, who is the great diſturber of our faiths in this 
world, had raiſed ſcruples in Mrs. Wadman's brain about 
it ; and, like a true devil as he was, had done his own 
work at the ſame time, by turning my uncle Toby's 
Virtue thereupon into nothing but empty bottles, tripes, 
trunk-hoſe, and pantofles. | 


CHAP. 
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C HAP. XLIII. 


RS. Bridget had pawn'd all the little ſtock of honour 

a poor chambermaid was worth in the world, that 
ſhe would get to the bottom of the affair in ten days; 
and it was built upon the moſt conceſſible poſtulatum in 
nature; namely, that whillt my uncle Toby was mak- 
ing love to her miſtreſs, the corporal could find nothing 
better to do, than make love to her“ Aud I'll let him 
2 much as he will,” ſaid Bridget, “ to get it out of 

im. | ; s i 


Firiendſhip has two garments——an outer and an 
under one. Bridget was {ſerving her miſtreſs's intereſts 
in the one—and doing the thing which moſt pleaſed her- 
ſelf in the other; ſo had as many ſtakes depending upon 
my uncle Toby's wound as the Devil himielf——Mrs, 
Wadman had but one——and as it poſſibly might be 
her laſt (without diſcouraging Mrs. Bridget, or diſ- 
00 Hog her talents) was determined to play her cards 
herſelt. | e's 


She wanted not encouragement : a child might have 
look'd into his hand there was fuch a plainneſs and 
ſimplicity in his playing out what trumps he had 
with ſuch an unmiſtruſting ignorance of the fen ace and 
ſo naked and defenceleſs did he ſit upon the ſame ſofa 
with widow Wadman, that a generous heart would 
have wept to have won the game of him, 


Let us drop the metaphor. 


C HAP. 
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CHAP. M.. 


—— A ND the ſtory too—if you pleaſe: for though I 
have all along been haſtening towards this part 
of it, with ſo much earneſt deſire, as well knowing it 
to be the choiceſt morſel of what I had to offer to the 
world, yet now that I am got to it, any one is welcome 
to take my pen, and go on with the ſtory for me that will 
II ſee the difficulties of the deſcriptions I'm going to 
give—and feel my want of powers, | 


It is one comfort at leaſt to me, that I loſt ſome four- 
ſcore ounces of blood this week, in a moſt uncritical 
fever which attacked me at the beginning of this chap- 
ter; ſo that I have ſtill ſome hopes remaining, it may be 
more in the ſerous or globular parts of the blood, than 
in the ſubtile aura of the brain——Be it which it will 
an Invocation can do no hurt—and I leave the affair 
entirely to the inv d, to inſpire or to inject me as- 
cording as he ſees good. 


THE 
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THE INVOCATION. 


(ZENTLE Spirit of ſweeteſt humour, who erſt didſt 

ſit upon the eaſy pen of my beloved Cervantes; 
Thou who glided'ſt daily through his lattice, and 
turned'ſt the twilight of his priſon into noon-day bright- 
neſs by thy preſence——tingedſ his little urn of water 
with heaven-ſent Nectar, and all the time he wrote of 
Sancho and his maſter, didſt caſt thy myſtie mantle o'er 
his wither'd “ ſtump, and wide extended it to all the 
evils of his life 


——Turn in hither, I beſeech thee !—behold theſe 
breeches ! they are all I have in the world—that 
piteous rent was given them at Lyons | 


My ſhirts! fee what a deadly ſchiſm has happen'd 
amongtt *'tm—for the laps are in Lombardy, and the 
reſt of em here I never had but ſix, and a cunning 
gypley of a laundreſs at Milan cut me off the fore-laps 
0 


five To do her juſtice, the did it with ſome conſi- 


deration——for I was returning out of Italy. 


And yet, notwithſtanding all this, and a piſto] tinder- 


box, which was moreover filch'd from me at Sienna, and 
twice that I paid five Pauls for two hard eggs, once at 
Raddicoftini, and à ſecond time at Capua—I do not 
think a journey through France and Italy, provided a 
man keeps his temper all the way, ſo bad a thing as 
ſome people would make you believe: there muſt be ups 
and downs, or how the deuce ſhould we get into vallies 
where Nature ſpreads. ſo many tables of entertainment 
—— Tis nonſenſe to imagine they will lend you their 
voitures to be ſhaken to pieces for nothing; and unleſs 

| you 


* He loſt his hand at the battle of Lepanto. 
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you pay twelve ſous for greaſing your wheels, how ſhould 
the poor peaſant get'butter to his bread ? We really 
expect too much—and for the livre or two above par for 

our ſuppers and bed—at the moſt they are but one ſhil- 
ling — nine pence halfpenny— ho would embroil 
their philoſophy for it? tor heaven's and ſor your own 


| ſake, pay it—pay it with both hands open, rather than 


leave Diſappointment fitting drooping upon the eye of 
your fair Hoſteſs and her Damſcls in the gateway at 
7 departure and beſides, my dear Sir, you get a 


ſiſterly kiſs of each of em worth a pound at leait I 


did. 


For my uncle Toby's amours running all the 
way in my head, they had the ſame effett upon me as if 
they had been my own—l was in the moſt perfect ſtate 
of bounty and good-will ; and felt the kindlieſt harmony 
vibrating within me, with every oſcillation of the chaile 
alike ; ſo that whether the roads were rough or {mooth, 
it made no difference; every thing I faw, or had to do 
with, touch'd upon ſome ſecret ſpring either of ſenti- 
ment or rapture. 


— They were the ſweeteſt notes I ever heard; and I 
inſtantly let down the tore-glals to hear them more diſ- 
tinctly——"Tis Maria, ſaid the poſtillion, obſerving I 
was * Poor Maria, continued he, (leaning 
his body on one fide to let me ſee her, for he was in a 
line betwixt us) is fitting upon a bank playing ber vet- 
pers upon her pipe, with her little goat belide her, 

The young fellow utter d this with an accent and a 
look ſo perfectly in tune to a feeling heart, that I in- 
ſtantly made a vow, I would give him a four and twenty 


{ous piece when I got to Moulins—— 


And who is poor Maria ? ſaid I. 

The love and pity of all the villages around us, faid 
the poſtillion It is but three years ago, that m_ vg 
| i 
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did not ſhine upon ſo fair, fo quick-witted and amiable 
a maid ; and better fate did Maria deſerve, than to have 


her banns forbid by the intrigues of the curate of the 


pariſh who publiſhed them—— 


He was going on, when Maria, who had made a 
ſhort pauſe, bu the pipe to her mouth, and began the 
air again— They were the ſame notes z—yet were ten 
times ſweeter. It is the evening ſervice to the Virgin, 
ſaid the young man——but who has taught her to play 
it—or how the came by her pipe, no one knows: we 
think that Heaven has aſſiſted her in both ; for ever 
ſince ſhe has been unſettled in her mind, it ſeems her 
only conſolation—ſhe has never once had the pipe out of 
her hand, but plays that ſervice upon it almoſt night 
and day. | | 


The poſtillion delivered this with ſo much diſcretion 
and natural eloquence, that I could not help decypher- 
ing ſomething in his face above his condition, and ſhould 
have ſifted out his hiſtory, had not poor Maria's taken 
ſuch full poſſeſſion of me. 


We had got up by this time almoſt to the bank where 
Maria was litting. She was in a thin white jacket, with 
her hair, all but two treſſes, drawn up into a ſilk net, 
with a tew olive leaves twiſted a little fantaſtically on 
one fide——She was beautiful; and if ever I felt the full 


force of an honeſt heart-ache, it was the moment I ſaw 


her 

cd help her! poor damſel! above a hundred 
maſles, ſaid the poſtillion, have been ſaid, in the ſeveral 
pariſh churches and convents around, for her——but 
without effect. We have ſtill hopes, as ſhe is ſenſible for 
ſhort intervals, that the Virgin at laſt will reſtore her to 
herſelf ; but her parents, who know her beſt, are hope- 
leſs upon that ſcore, and think her ſenſes are 2 1 
ever. s 
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As the poſtillion ſpoke this, Maria made a cadence ſo 
melancholy, ſo tender and querulous, that I ſprung out 
of the chajie to help her, and found myſelf fitting be- 
twixt her and her goat before I relapſed from my enthu- 
ſiaſm. | | 


Maria look'd wiſhfully for ſome time at me, and then 
at her goat——and then at me and then at her goat 
again, and ſo on, alter natel) 
ell, Maria, ſaid I ſoftly—What reſemblance 
do you find ? | 
I do intreat the candid reader to believe me, that it 
was from the humbleſt conviction of what a Beaſt man 
bs, that I aik'd the queſtion; and that I would not 
have let fallen an unſealonable pleaſantry in the vene- 
rable preſence of Mitery, to be entitled to all the wit 
that ever Rabelais ſcatter'd and yet I own my heart 
fmote me, and that I ſo imarted at the very idea of it, 
that I (wore I would ſet up for Wiſdom, and utter 
grave ſentences the reſt of my days——and never 
never attempt again to commit mirth with man, woman, 


or child, the longeſt day I had to live. | | 


As for writing nonſenſe to them Il believe there 
was areferve———but that I leave to the world. 

Adieu, Maria !——adicu, poor hapleſs damſe} !-—— 
ſome time, but not zow, I may hear thy forrows from 
thy own lips——but I was deceived ; for that moment 
ſhe took her pipe, and told me fuch a tale of woe with 
it, that I roſe up; and, with broken and irre gular ſteps, 
walk'd ſoftiy to my chaiſe. 

What an excellent inn at Moulins ! 


Vol. VI. 26, H CHAP, 
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JV HEN we have got to the end of this chapter (but A 
| not before) we muſt all turn back to the two 


blank chapters, on the account of which my honour has an 
lain bleeding this halt hour=—lI ſtop it, by pulling off lo 
one of my yellow flippers, and throwing it with all my fre 
violence to the oppoſite fide of my room, with a decla- an 
ration at the heel of it hu 

That whatever reſemblance it may bear to half 
the chapters which are written in the world, or, tor m: 
aught I know, may be now writing in it that it was ye 
as caſual as the foam of Zeuxis his horſe. Betides, I thi 
look upon a chapter which has, oz/y nothing in it, with Wi 
reſpect z and conhdering that worſe things there art in no 
the world That it is no way a proper ſubjett tor do 
ſatir e T n 
a ., e me 

— Why then was it leſt ſo? And here, without ſtay- 

ing for my reply, ſhall I be call'd as many blockheads, 
numſculs, doddypoles, dupderheads, ninnyhammers, ſhi 
gooſrcaps, joltheads, nincompoops, and ſh—t-a-beds ev 
aud other unſavory appellations, as ever the cake- ha 
bakers of Lerne cait in the teeth of. King Garagantua's ot 
ſhepherds——And I'll let them do it, as Bridget ſaid, mn: 
as much as they, pleaſe ; for how was it poſhible they he 
thould ſoreſee the neceſſity 1 was under of writing the af 


forty-fifth chapter of my book, beſore the thirty- 
eighth, &c. | 
—— $0 I don't take it amiſe—— All I wiſh is, that m 


it may be a leſſon to the world, * 10 let people tell their of! 
ſtories their own way. ha 
wi 
Sp 
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The Thirtp-eighth Chapter, 


8 Mrs. Bridget open'd the door before the corporal 
had well given the rap, the interval betwixt that 
and my uncle Toby's introduction into the parlour, was 
ſo ſhort, that Mrs. Wadman had but juſt time to get 
from teh.nd the curtain—lay a Bible upon the table, 


and advance a ſtep or two towards the door to receive 


him. 


My uncle Toby ſaluted Mrs. Wadman, after the 
manner in which women were ſaluted by men in the 
year of our Lord God one thouſand ſeven hundred and 
thicteen——then facing about, he march'd up abreaſt 
with her tv the ſofa, and in three plain words though 
not betore he was fat down-——nor after he was at 
down—b.t as he was fitting down, told her, 5 he avas 
in love” ſo. that my uncle Toby ſtrained himſelf 
more in the declaration than he needed. 


Mrs. Wadman naturally looked down, upon a flit 
ſhe had been darning up in her apron, in expectation 
every moment, that my uncle Toby would go on; but 
hayang no talents for amplification, and Love moreover 
of all others being a ſubject of which he was the leaſt a 
matter—— When he had told Mrs. Wadman once that 
he loved her, he let it alone, and left the matter to work 
after its own way. 1 berg 


My father was always in raptures with this ſyſtem of 
my uncle Toby's, as he fallely called it, and would 
often ſay, that could his brother Toby to his proceſſe 
have added but a pipe of tohacco——ne had where- 
withal to have found his way, if there was faith in a 
Spaniſh proverb, towards the hearts of halt the women 


upon the globe. 
of wa ms: My 


$3 THE LIFE OF TRISTRAM SHANDY. 


My uncle Toby never underſtood whit my father 
meant : nor will I preſume to extract more from it, than 
a condemnation of an error which the bulk of the world 
lie undes but the French, every one of em to a 
man, who believe in it almoſt as much as the REAL 
PRESENCE, © That talking of lowe is making it. 

I would as ſoon ſet about making a black pud- 
ding by the ame receipt. 

Let us go on: Mrs. Wadman fat in expectation my 
my uncle Toby would do fo, to almoft the firſt prlta- 
tion of that minute, wherein filence on the one ſide or 
the other generally becomes indecent : fo edging herſelf 
a little more towards him, and raiſing up her eyes, tub- 
bluſhing, as ſhe did it ſhe took up the gauntlet 
or the diſcourſe (it you like it better) and communcd 
with my uncle Joby, thus. 

The care and diiquietudes of the marriage ſtate, quoth 
Mrs. Wadman, are very great. I {uppole ſo, ſaid my 
uncle Toby: And therefore, hen a perion, continued 
Mrs. Wadman, is ſo much at his eale as you are 
10 happy, Captain Shandy, in yourſelf, your friends and 
your amuſements—I wonder what reatons can incline 
you to the ſtate—— 


Common-Praycr Book. 

Thus far my uncle Toby went on warily, and kept 
within his depth, leaving Mrs. Wadman to fail upon 
the gulph as ſhe pleaſed. 

As for children, ſaid Mrs. Wadntan—though a 
principal end perhaps of the inſtitution, and the natural 
wiſh, I ſuppoſe, of every parent —yet do not we all 
find, they are certain ſorrows, and very uncertain com- 
forts? and what is there, dear Sir, to pay one for the 
heart-achs—what compenſation for the many tender and 
diſquicting apprehenſions of a ſuffering and defcncelets 
mother who brings them into lite? I declare, faid m 
uncle Toby, {mit with pity, I know of none; unlels 
it be the pleaſure which it has pleaſed God — 

A fiddleſtick! quoth ſhe. 


Chapter 


They are written, quoth my uncle Toby, in the 
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Chapter the Thirtp-ninth, 


Now there are ſuch an infinitude of notes, tunes, 

cants, chants, airs, looks, and accents with which 
the word fiddleſtick may be pronounced in all ſuch cauſes 
as this, every one of 'em impreſſing a ſenle and mean- 
ing as diſterent trom the other as dirt from cleanlineſs— 
That Caſuiſts (tor it is an affair of conicience on that 
ſcore) reckon up no leſs than fourteen thouſand in which 
you may do either right or wrong, 


Mrs. Wadman hit upon the fiddleſtick, which ſum- 
moned up all my uncle 'Toby's modeſt blood into his 
checks—1o feeling within himſell that he had ſomehow - 
or other got beyond his depth, he ſtopt ſhort; and with- 
out entering farther either into the pains or pleaſures 
of matrimony, ve laid his hand upon his heart, and 
macle an offer to take them as they were, and ſhare them 
along with her. | 


When my uncle Toby had faid this, he did not care 
to ſay it again; ſo caſting his eye upon the Bible which 
Mrs. Wadman had laid upon the table, he took it up; 
and popping, dear ſoul! upon a paſlage in it, of all 
others the moſt intereſting to him—which was the ſiege 
of Jericho—he jet himielt to read it over —leaving his 
7:5 pen ot marriage, as he had done his declaration of 


love, to work with her after its own way. Now it 


wrought neither as an aſtringent or a looſener; nor like 
opium, or bark, or mercury, or buckthorn, or any one 
drug which n'ture had beſtowed upon the world—m 
ſhort, it work'd not at all in her; and the cauſe of that 
was, that there was ſomething working there before. 
Babbler that I am! I have anticipated what it was a 
dozen times; but there is fire ſtill in the ſubjectallous. 

H 3 C HA-F.. 
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C HAP. XLVI. 


II is natural for a perfect ſtranger, who is going from 
London to Edinburgh, to enquire, before he lets gut, 
how many miles to Vork; which 1s about the halt way 
nor does any body wonder, if he goes on, aud afks 
about the Corporation, &c, | 

It was juſt as natural for Mrs Wadman, who'e firſt 
huſband was all his time afflicted with a Sciatica, to 
wiſh to know how far ſrom the hip tothe groin ; and how 
far ſhe was likely to ſuffer more or leſs in her feelings, 
in one caſe than in the other. 

She had accordingly read Drake's anatomy from one 
end to the other. She had peeped into Wharton upon 
the brain, and borrowed “ Graai upon the bones and 
muſcles; but could make nothing ol it. 

She had reaſon'd likewiſe from her own powers—laid 
down theorems—drawn coniequences, and come to no 
concluſion. | 


To clear up all, ſhe had twice aſked Doctor Slop, 


« If poor Captain Shandy was ever likely to recover of 
«© his wound— ?“ 
—He is recovered, Doctor Slop would fay—— 
What! quite ? 
Quite, madam 
But wiat do you mean by a recovery? Mrs. Wad- 
man would ſay. 8 
Doctor Slop was the worſt man alive at definitions ; 
and ſo Mrs. Wadman could get no knewledge. In ſhort, 
there was no way to extract it, but from my uncle Toby 
himſelf, 


* This muſt be a miſtake in Mr. Shandy ; for Graaf 
wrote upon the pancreatick juice, and the parts of ge- 
neration. | 


There 


— 
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There is an accent of humanity in an enquiry of this 
kind which lulls Szſp:icion to reti and J am half per- 
ſuaded the ſerpent got pretty near it in his diſcourte 
with Eve; for the propenſity in the ſex to he deceived 
could not be ſo great, that the ſhould have boldneſs to 
hold chat with the devil without it——-But there is an 
accent of humanity—how ſhall I deſcribe it ?—'tis an 
accent which covers the part with a garment, and gives 
the enquirer a right to be as parti. ular with it as your 
body-turgeon. 

40 Was it without remiſſion ? 

1% Was it more tolerable in bed? 

« Could he lie on both ſides alike with it? 

4 Was he able to mount a horſe? 

« — Was motion bad for 1t?** et catera, were fo 
tenderly {poke to, and fo directed towards my uncle 
Toby's heart, that every jtem of them ſunk ten times 
deeper into it than the evils themſi Ives—But when Mrs. 
Wadman want round about by Namur to get at my 
uncle Tohby's groin, and engaged him to attack the point 
of the advanced counterſcarp, and pee mile with the 
Dutch to take the counterguard of St. Roche ſword in 
hand—and then with tender notes playing upon his ear, 
led him all bleeding by the hand out of the trench, wip— 
ing her eye, as he was carried to his tent——Heryen ! 
Earth! Sea [—all was lifted up—theſprings of nature 
roſe above their levels an angel of mercy lat beſide him 
on the ſofu—his heart glow'd with fire—and had he been 
worth a thouſand, he had loft every heart oi: them to 
Mrs. Wadman. 

And whereabouts, dear Sir, quoth Mrs. Wad- 
man, a little categorically, did you receive this tad 
blow ?—In aſking this qucckion, Mrs. Wadman gave a 
ſlight glance towards the waiſtband of my uncle Toby's | 
red pluſh breeches, expecting naturally, as the ſhorte{t 
reply to it, that my uncle Toby would lay his tore-hnger 
upon the place—lt fell out otherwiſe tor my uncle 
Toby having got his wound before the gate of St. Ni- 


colas, in one ef the traverſes of the trench, oppoſite te 


the 
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the ſalient angle of the demi-baſtion of St. Roche, he 
could at any time ſtick a pin upon the indentical {pot of 
round where he was ſtanding when the ſtove {truck 
— this ſtruck inſtantly upon my uncle Toby's ſen— 
rium and with it ſtruck his large map of the town 
and cita al of Namur and its environs, which he had 
purchaſed and paſted down upon a board by the corpo- 
ral's aid during his long illnels—it had lain with other 
military lumber in the parret ever ſince, and accord- 
ingly the corporal was detached into the garret to fetch 
It. 

My uncle Toby meatured off thirty toiſes, with Mrs. 
Wadman's ſciflars, from the returning angle betore the 
rate of St. Nicolas; and with fuch a virgin modeſty 
Faid her finger upon the place, that the goddeſs of 
Decency, if then in being—if not, 'twas her ſhade-—— 
ſhook her head, and with a finger wavering acrols her 
eyes—forbid her to explain the miſtake. 

Unhappy Mrs. Wadman !—— 

or nothing can make this chapter go off with _ 
ſpirit but an apoitrophe to thee But my heart 


tells me, that in ſuch a criſis an apoſtrophe is but an 
infult in diſguite, and ere I woull otter ene to a woman 
in diſtreſs—let the chapter go to the devil; provided my 
damn'd critic in 4eeping will be but at the trouble to 
take it with him. 
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— CHAP. XLVII. 


M Y uncle Toby's map is carried down into the 


kitchen. 


CHAP. 


/ 
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CHAP. XLVIII, 


——— A ND here is the Maes—and this is the Sambre, 
iazid the corporal, pointing with his right 
hand extended a little towards the map, and his left upon 
Mrs. Bridget's ſhoulder but not the thoulder next 
him—and this, ſaid he, is the town of Namur—and this 
the citadel—and there lay the French—and here lay his 
honour and myiclt—and in this curled trench, Mis. 
Bridget, quoth the corporal, taking er by the hand, 
did he receive the wound which cruſh'd him ſo miſerab] 
bere—In pronouncing which he {lightly preſs'd the back 
8 hand towards the part he ſelt for—and let it 
ail, l 
We thought, Mr. Trim, it had been more in the 
middle ſaid Mrs. Bridget 
That would have 9 us for ever —ſaid the cor- 
ral. 
ene VE left my poor miſtreſs undone too - ſaid 
Bridget. 


The corporal made no reply to the repartee, but by 


giving Mrs. Bridget a kiſs. 


Come—come—!/aid Bridget=—holding the palm of 
her left hand parallel to the plane of the horizon, and 


ſliding the fingers of the other over it, in a way which 
could not have been do e, had there been the leaſt wart 
or protuberance——" Tis every ſyllable of it falle, 
cried the corporal, before ſhe had halt finiſhed the jen- 


tence— 


I know it to be fact, ſaid Bridget, from credible 


witneſſes, 
Upon my honour, ſaid the corporal, laying his 


hand upon his heart, and bluſhing as he {poke with 

honeſt relentment—'tis a ſtory, Mrs. Bridget, as falle 

as hell——Not, 1aid Bridget, interrupting him, that 
either 


m— me 
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either I or my miſtreſs care a halipenny about it, whes: 
ther 'tis lo or no>——only that when one is married, 
one would chule to hive tuch a thing by one at leaſt— 
It was jomewhat unturtupate tor Mrs. Bridget, that 
ſhe hal begun the attack with her manual exercite; for 


the corporal inſtantly „ „ „ „ # #® 
K W ́ w Hoe m mmg̃ d . oO 
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Ir was like the momentary conteſt in the moiſt eye- 

lids of an April morning, “ Whether Bridget ſhould 
« laugh or cry.” 

She {natch'd up a rolling pin 
ſhe had laugh'd 

She laid it down the cried ; and had one ſingle 
tear ct 'em but talted ot bitterneis, full forrowtful would 
the corporal's heart have been that he had uled the 
argument; but the corpurai underitood the ſex, a quart 
major to a lerce, at leut, better than my uncle Toby, 
and accordingly he aitailed Mrs. Bridget after this 
manner, 

I know, Mrs. Bridget, ſaid the corporal, giving her 
a moſt reſpect ful ki, that thou art good and modeit by 
nature, and art withal % penerons a girl in thyleif, that 
it I kno thee rightly, thou would'ſt not wound an in- 
fect, much leſs the tumour of 1 galiant and worthy 
a ſoul as my maſter, waft thou fure to he made a coun- 
tels of=—bur thou halt been 1ct Olly and deluded, dear 
Bridget, as is often a woman's cal, “ to pleale others 
& more than themſ{cives—" | 
 Bridget's' vyes poured down at the ſenſations the cor- 
poral excited. 


*'twas ten to one, 


tell me then, my dear Bridget, con- 


twucd the corporal, taking hold of her hand, wo 
| 1 rung 
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hung down dead by her ſide, —and giving a ſecond kiſs 
whole ſuſpicion has miſled thee ? 

Bridget ſobb'd a fob or two then opened her eyes 
The corporal wiped 'em with the bottom of her apron 
dhe then opened her heart, and told him all. 


CHAP: bo 


Y uncle Toby and the corporal had gone on ſepa- 
rately with their operations the greateſt part of the 
campaign, and as effectually cut off from all communi- 
cation of what either the one or the other had been 
doing, as if they had been ſeparated trom each other by 
the Maes or the Sambre. 

My uncle Toby, on his fide, had preſented himſelf 
every afternoon in his red and ſilver, and blue and gold 
alternately, and ſuſtained an infinity of attacks in them, 
without knowing them to be attacks—and ſo had no- 
thing to communicate 

The corporal, on his fide, in taking Bridget, by 


it had gain'd conſiderable advantages-—and conſe- 


quently had much to communicate but what were 
the advantages as well as what was the manner 
which he had ſeiz'd them, required fo nice an 
hiſtorian, that the corporal durſt not venture upon it; 
and, as ſenſible as he was of glory, would rather have 
been contented to have gone ee and without 
laurels for ever, than torture his maſter's modeſty for 
a ſingle moment. 
—Belt of honeſt and gallant ſervants!— But I have 
apoſtrophiz'd thee, Trim ! once before — and could 
I apotheoſize the alſo (that is to ſay) with good com- 


pany——1L would do it evithout ceremony in the very 


next Page. 
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CHAP. II. 


N OW. my uncle Toby had one evening laid down his 
pipe upon the table, and was counting over to him- 
ſelf upon his finger ends (beginning at his thumb) all 
Mrs. Wadman's perlections one by one; and happen- 
ing two or three times together, either by omitting tome, 
or counting others twice over, to puzzle himlelt ſadly 
before he could get beyond his middle finger——Prithee, 
Trim! ſaid he, taking up his pipe again, — bring me 
a pen and ink. Trim brought paper alſo. 
Take a full ſheet—Trim ! ſaid my uncle Toby, mak- 
ing a ſign with his pipe at the ſame time to take a chair 


and ſit down cloſe by him at the table. The corporal 


obeyed——placed the paper directly before him 
— a pen, and dipp'd it in the ink. 
———She has a thouſand virtues, Trim! ſaid my 
uncle Toby 
Am I to ſet them down, an' pleaſe your honour ? 
quoth the corporal. | 
| But they muſt be taken in their ranks, replied 


my uncle Toby; for of them all, Trim, that which 


wins me moſt, and which is a ſecurity tor all the reſt, is 
the compaſſionate turn and ſingular humanity of her 
character proteſt, added my uncle Toby, looking 
up, as he proteſted it, towards the top of the ceiling 
That was I her brother, Trim, a An fold, ſhe 
could not make more conſtant or more tender enquiries 
after my ſufferings though now no more. 

The corporal made no reply to my uncle Toby's pro- 
teſtation, but by a ſhort cough He dipp'd the pen a ſe- 
cond time into the inkhorn: and my uncle Toby point- 
ing with the end of his pipe as cloſe to the top of the 
ſheet at the left-hand corner of it as he could get it 

Vol. VI. 26 1 the 
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the corporal wrote down the word HUMANITY - - - - 
thus. | 

Prithce, corporal, ſaid my uncle Toby, as ſoon as 
Trim had done it—how often does Mrs. Bridget enquire 
after the wound on the cap of thy knee, which thou re- 
ceived'ſt at the battle of Landen? 

bs never, an* pleaſe your honour, enquires after it 
at a * 

That, corporal, ſaid my uncle Toby, with all the 
triumph the goodneſs of his nature would permit that 
ſhews the difference of the character of the miſtreſs and 
maid Had the fortune of war allotted the ſame mil- 
chance to me, Mrs. Wadman would have enquired into 
every circumſtance relating to it a hundred times—She 
would have enquired, an' pleaſe your honour, ten times 
as often about your honour's groin—The pain, Trim, 
is equally excruciating,—and compaſſion has as much 
to do with the one as the other— | 


od bleſs your honour! cried the corporal—what 


has a woman's compaſſion to do with a wound upon the 
cap of a man's knee ? Had your honour's been ſhot into 
ten thouſand ſplinters at the affair of Landen, Mrs. 
Wadman would have troubled her head as little about 
it as Bridget; becauſe, added the corporal, lowering 
his voice, and ſpeaking very diſtinctly, as he aſſigned his 
reaſon 
(The knee is ſuch a diſtance from the main body 
« whereas the groin, your honour knows, is upon the 
„ very curtiu of the place.” 
My uncle 'Toby gave a long whiſtle, but in a note 
which could ſcarce be heard acroſs the table. 
The corporal had advanced too far to retire—in three 
words he told the reſt 
My uncle Toby laid down his pipe as gently upon 
the tender, as if it had been ſpun trom the unravel:ngs 
of a ſpider's web 
A et us go to my brother Shandy's, ſaid he. 
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CHAP. LIL. 


THERE will be juſt time, whilſt my uncle Toby and 

Trim are walking to my father's, to inform you, 
that Mrs. Wadman had, ſome moons before this, made 
a conhdant ot my mother; and that Mrs. Bridget, who 
had the burden of her own as well as her miſtr(s's ſe— 
cret to carry, had got happily delivered of both to 
Suſannah behind the garden- wall. 

As tor my mother, ſhe ſaw nothing at all in it, to 
make the leaſt buſtle about but Suſannah was ſuffi- 
cient by herſelf for all the ends and purpoſes you could 
poilibly have in exporting a family ſecret ; for ſhe in- 
ſtantly imparted it by ſigns to Jonathan—and Jonathan 
by tokens to the cook, as the was baſting a loin of mut- 
ton; the cook ' ſold it with ſome kitchen fat to the po- 
ſtillion for a groat, who truck'd it with the dairy- maid 
for ſomething of about the ſame value——and though 


_ whiſper'd in the hay-loft, Fame caught the notes with 


her brazen trumpet, and ſounded them upon the houſe- 
top——In a word, not an old woman in the village, or 
five miles round, who did not underitand the difhculties 
of my uncle Toby's ſiege, and what were the ſecret 
articles which had delay'd the furrender, — 

My father, whoſe way was to force every event in 
nature into an hypotheſis, by which means never man 
crucified Truth at the rate he did—had but juſt heard 
of the report as my uncle Toby let out; and catching 


fire ſuddenly at the treſpaſs done his brother by it, was 


demonitrating to Yorick, notwithſtanding my mother 
was fitting by not only, „ That the devil was in 
women, and that the whole of the affair was lutt ; ?? 


but that every evil and diſorder in the world, of what 


kind or nature ſoever, from the firſt fall of Adam, down 
12 to 
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to my uncle Toby's (incluſive,) was owing, one way 
or other, to the ſame unruly appetite. 

Yorick was juſt bringing my father's hypotheſis to 
ſome temper, when my uncle 'Toby entering the room 


with marks of infinite benevolence and forgiveneſs in 


his looks, my father's eloquence re-kindled againſt the 
paſſion 
his words when he was wroth——as ſoon as my uncle 
Toby was ſeated by the fire, and had filled his pipe, 
my father broke out in this manner. 


CHAP. LIL. 


— THAT proviſion ſhould be made for continuing 
+ the race of ſo great, ſo exalted, and godlike a 
Being as man— I am far from denying—but philoſophy 


ſpeaks freely of every thing; and therefore I {till think, 


and do maintain it to be a pity, that it ſhould he done by 
means of a paſſion which bends down the faculties, and 
turns all the wiſdom, contemplations, and operations 
of the ſoul backwards a pailion, my dear, continued 
my father, addreſſing himielt to my mother, which 
couples and equals wiſe men with fools, and makes us 
come out of our caverns and hiding-places more like 

ſatyrs and four-footed beaſts than men. | 
I know it will be ſaid, continued my father (avail- 
ing himſelf of the Prolepſis) that in itſelf, and ſimply 
taken like hunger, or thirſt, or fleep tis an 
affair neither good or bad — or ſhameful or other- 
wiſe. Why then did the delicacy of Diogenes and 
Plato fo recalcitrate againſt it? and wherefore, when 
we go about to make and plant a man, do we put out 
the candle ? and for what reaſon is it, that all the parts 
thereof the congredients——the preparat ions 
the inſtruments, and whatever ſerves thereto, are ſo held 
| ; as 


4 


and as he was not very nice in the choice of 
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as to be conveyed to a cleanly mind by no language, 
tranſlation, or periphraſis whatever ? 

The act of Killing and deſtroying a man, conti- 
nued my father, raiſing his voice—and turning to my 
uncle Toby you ſee, is glorious and the weapons 
by which we do it are honourable——We march with 
them upon our ſhoulders We ſtrut with them by 
our ſides We gild them We carve them We 
inlay them We enrich them Nay, if it be but a 
ſeoundrel cannon, we caſt an ornament upon the breech 


— My uncle Toby laid down his pipe to intercede 
for a better epithet—and Yorick was riſing up to batter 
the whole hypotheſis to pieces | 

— When Obadiah broke into the middle of the 
room with a complaint, which cried out for an imme- 
diate hearing. 

The caſe was this: | 

My father, whether by ancient cuſtom of the manor, 
or as improprietor of the great tythes, was obliged to 

Bull for the ſervice of the Pariſh, and Obadiah 
had led his cow upon a pop-wijit to him one day or 
other the preceding ſummer—T ſay, one day or other 
becauſe, as chance would have it, it was the day on 
which he was married to my father's houſe-maid—lo 
one was a reckoning to the other. Therefore, when 
Obadiah's wife was brought to bed—Obadiah thanked 
God 
Io, ſaid Obadiah, I ſhall have a calf: fo 
Obadiah went daily to viſit his cow. | 

She'll calve on Monday—on Tueſday—or Wed- 
neſday at the fartheſt—— 

The cow did not calve—-No—ſhe'll not calve till next 
week—The cow put it off terribly till, at the end 


of the ſixth week, Obadiah's ſuipicions (like a good 

man's) fell upon the Bull. 

Now the pariſh being very large, my father's Bull, 

to ſpeak the truth of him, was no way equal to the de- 
LS partment ; 
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partment. He had, however, got himſelf, ſomehow or 
other, thruſt into employment and as he went through 
the buſineſs with a grave face, my father had a high 
opinion of him. Ne | 

— Moſt of the townſmen, an' pleaſe your worſhip, 
quoth Obadiah, believe that tis all the Bull's fault 

But may not a cow be barren? replied my father, 
turning to Doctor Slop. | 

It never happens, ſaid Doctor Slop: but the man's 
wite may have come before her time naturally enough 

Prithee has the child hair upon his head ?—added 
Doctor Slop | 

Alt is as hairy as I am, ſaid Obadiah.—Obadiah 
had not been ſhaved for three weeks- - -Wheu- - u - - - - 
uU--------cried my father; beginning the ſentence 
with an exclamatory whiltle—and fo, brother Toby, 
this poor Bull of mine, who is as good a Bull as ever 
p--ſs'd, and might have done for Europa herſelf in 
purer times——had he but two legs leſs, might have 
ms driven into Doctors Commons, and loſt his cha- 
rater—which to a Town Bull, brother Toby, is the 
very ſame thing as his life—— 

I —d! faid my mother, what is all this ſtory 
about ? | 


A COCK and a BULL, ſaid Yerick—And one of 
of the beſt of its kind I ever heard. 
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